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Some  Account  of  the  Writings  of  '    A&  & 

THOMAS     WATSON.  \r      3 

|IKE  a  diver  returning  from  the  deep,  we  here  gladly  present  font 
lost  Pearls  of  English  Literature.  The  oblivion  which  has  hitherto 
covered  the  name  and  works  of  Thomas  Watson  has  been  wholly 
unmerited.  Adequately  acknowledged  in  his  own  time,  he  gradu- 
ally became  lost  amidst  the  host  of  competitors  for  the  Attention 
of  the  Nation  :  until  he  himself  has  become  unknown  even  to 
writers  of  Guides  or  Handbooks  to  English  Literature  ;  and  his  works  have 
become  among  the  scarcest  of  the  scarce  in  our  language.  Not  but  what 
there  have  been  a  succession  of  Scholar-Critics  from  Steevens  to  Collier,  who 
have  understood  and  quoted  him;  and  have  commenced  a.  reaction  in  his 
favour.  Nevertheless,  it  has  come  to  pass,  that  Watson — singular  and  sweet 
Poet  though  he  was — the  author  too  of  ten  separately  printed  works,  besides 
others  which  never  came  to  the  press  :  that  this  remarkable  Poet  has  dis- 
,    appeared  from  the  ordinary'  Literary  History  of  England. 

Among  assignable  reasons  lor  this  :  is  the  timidity  or  incapacity  of  most 
men  for  original  discrimination  and  appreciation ;  and  for  the  bold  avowal  of  an 
unaccredited  Poet.     This  liabilit}'  not  to  understand,  to  inflict  unintention- 
ally the  injury  of  neglect,  is  not  uncommon.     A  teacher  or  interpreter  seems 
ever  to  attend  on  the  works  of  the  highest  literary  creators ;  not  so  much 
from  flaws  in  genius  and  creative  power ;  as  from  the  multiplicity  of  books,  or 
from  our  want  of  judgment,  or  from  our  hesitation  to  venture  an  adequate 
^  recognition  in  the  teeth  of  ignorance.     It  needed  Addison  to  point  out  the 
-^  superlative  majesty  of  Paradise  Lost',  and  Pope  had  to  teach  the  English 
Nation  the  greatness  of  Shakespeare.    Comparing  greater  wdth  smaller  things ; 
"•'  there  is  need  for  some  one  to  call  attention  to  Watson.     Let  us  join  together 
in  ascertaining  his  true  position  in  the  Story  of  English  Mind.     Let  us  re- 
store—  after  nearly  three  centuries  of  obliteration  —  his   name,   in   golden 
letters,  to  the  great  Bead-Roll  of  the  acknowledged  Poets  of  Great  Britain. 

The  forgetfulness  of  Watson  is  strikingly  shown  by  the  way  in  which  his 

printed  works  have  perished.     No  PubUc  Library  can  pretend  to  a  complete 

set  of  them.     To  reproduce — as  far  as  they  can  now  be  reproduced — the  four 

vorks  here  reprinted  ;  recourse  has  been  obligatory  to  two  of  the  most  cele- 

\  brated  private  collections  of  English  works  in  this  country,  those  at  Britwell 

^  and  Stand  Rectory :  while  I  have  been  quite  unable  to  meet  with  the  Author's 

C  Amyutas,  his  translation  of  Coluthus,  or  his  Compendium  Memorise  localis. 

^      Further,  in  the  EiKaT0fJ,Tra6ia  as  will  be  seen  below,  there  are  references 

V  to  works  by  Watson,  which  apparently  never  came  to  the  press  at  all.    These 

"!■  or  any  of  them,  if  still  in  existence,  have  yet  to  be  made  known.     It  would 

?  be  well  if  search  should  henceforward  be  made  after  these  and  other  unprinted 

compositions  that  were  possibly  written  by  Watson,  diunng  the  concluding 

ten  years  of  his  life. 

Under  all  these  circumstances ;  it  is  a  matter  for  great  congratulation  that  we 
can  here  present  all  admirers  of  true  Poesy  with  four  of  Watson's  works,  one 
Latin,  and  three  English,  all  complete ;  with  the  e.xception  of  two  leaves  in 
T/is  Teares  of  Fancy,  unfortunately  wanting,  but  which,  it  is  to  be  hoped, 
with  a  higher  estimation  of  the  Poet  in  future  stimulating  the  search,  will  not 
be  lost  to  us  for  ever. 

What  we  now  desire,  is  to  give — more  by  way  of  temporary  preface  than 
any  exhaustive  enquiry,  satisfying  all  reasonable  interest — a  short  sketch  of 
Watson's  ascertained  writings :  leaving  the  Texts  here  presented,  to  the 
study,  appreciation,  and  delight  of  every  Reader. 

To  Anthony-a- Wood's  account  of  his  Life,  we  can  add  but  little. 

Thomas  Watson,  a  Londoner  bom,  did  spend  some  time  in  this  university, 
not  in  logic  and  philosophy,  as  he  ought  to  have  done ;  but  in  the  smooth  and 
pleasant  studies  of  poetry  and  romance,  whereby  he  obtained  an  honourable 
name  among  the  students  in  those  faculties.  Afterward  retiring  to  the  metro- 
polis, studied  at  common  law  at  riper  years.  \Melibctus  and  A  mintcB  Gaudia 
are  then  referred  to.]  He  hath  written  other  things  of  that  nature  or  strain, 
and  something  pertaining  to  pastoral,  which  I  have  not  yet  seen,  and  was 
highly  valued  among  ingenious  men,  in  the  latter  end  of  Q.  ElizabetL  Ath. 
Oxon.  i.  6oi.      Ed.  by  Bliss.  1813. 


4  SOME  ACCOUNT  OF  THE 

As  our  Poet  was  but  young  on  the  publication  of  his  Antigone  in  1581,  wc 
may  guess  him  to  have  been  born  about  the  time  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  acces- 
sion in  1557,  and  consequently  dying  in  1592,  to  have  finished  his  career  in 
the  prime  of  life,  probably  between  forty  and  fifty  years  of  age.  His  publi- 
cations tell  us,  in  one  way  or  another,  that  he  was  of  gentle  blood  ;  born  in 
London;  educated  at  Oxford;  a  student  at  law,  probably  a  member  of  one 
of  the  Inns  of  Court ;  and  that  before  1581  he  sojourned  some  while  at  Paris, 
probably  associating  there  with  the  Walsingham  family.  In  his  J^atin-English 
Eclogue  Meliboeus,  he  puts  these  lines  into  the  mouth  of  Thomas  Walsingham 
(Tityrus) — Thy  tunes  have  often  pleas'd  mine  eare  of  yore, 

when  milk-white  swans  did  flocke  to  heare  the  sing, 
Where  Seaue  in  Paris  makes  a  double  shore.  See  p.  157. 

He  appears  to  have  returned  to  England,  and  to  have  employed  some  part 
if  not  all  the  remaining  twelve  j'ears  of  his  life,  in  the  study  of  poetry  and 
polite  literature :  publishing  in  that  period  five  Latin  and  three  English  works, 
and  leavmg,  without  all  doubt,  behind  him,  considerable  unpublished  pieces 
in  both  these  languages.  One  in  Latin,  Amlntce  Gajidia,  was  published  in 
1592,  immediately  after  his  death  :  and  Tfie  Teares  of  Fa7icy  in  1593  :  others, 
we  know  from  the  'F.KClTOfJi,Tradla,  to  ha\'e  been  far  proceeded  with  :  while 
some  few,  as  will  be  presently  seen,  did  actually  escape  to  light  in  Poetical 
Miscellanies  subsequently  published. 

Though  Watson  apparently  took  no  degree  at  Oxford,  he  must  have  been 
a  prodigious  Student  in  those  branches  of  knowledge  to  which  he  addicted 
himself.  As  regards  languages,  Greek,  Latin,  Italian,  French,  with  his  own 
mother  tongue,  were  at  his  command.  He  made  himself  at  home  with  the 
entire  body  of  Greek  and  Latin  poets,  and  consequently  with  the  whole  ancient 
Pagan  mythology.  He  early  occupied  himself  with  translating  Petrarch's 
Sonnets  from  the  ItaUan  into  Latin;  and  seems  to  have  delighted  in  many  ol 
the  minor  Italian  poets  of  that  school.  William  Bird  and  he  first  published 
Madrigals  in  English.  With  the  works  of  Pierre  de  Ronsard,  Estienne 
FoRCADEL,  and  other  like  French  poets,  he  seems  also  to  have  been  familiar. 
Chaucer  is  referred  to  at  /.  41,  and  Spenser  magnified  in  the  beautiful 
Elegy  at/.  173.     So  varied  was  his  reading,  so  cathohc  his  appreciation. 

He  wrote  at  first  and  chiefly  in  Latin,  then  the  speech  of  European  cul- 
ture;  afterwards  and  possibly  to  a  less  degree  in  English.  In  connection 
with  this,  we  should  recollect  his  date.  Contemporary  with  Spenser  and 
Sidney,  and  rather  before  Shakespeare.  His  works  tell  us  of  his  aristocratic 
acquaintance,  Philip  Howard,  Earl  of  Arundel,  Edward  Vere,  Earl  of 
Oxford,  Sir  Philip  and  Lady  Mary  Sidney,  the  Walsingham  family, 
and  the  like ;  and  also  of  his  literary  friends,  such  as  W.  Camden,  J.  Lylv, 
M.  RoYDON,  T.  AcHELEY,  G.  Peele,  who  complimented  him  in  verse  ;  as  well 
as  Spenser,  Whetstone  and  Ociclande  to  whom  he  rendered  like  tribute. 

We  now  come  to  Watson's  position  among  the  E7tgUsh  poets  of  his  time.  If 
English  Imaginative  Poesy  were  classified,  it  might  group  under  three  classes. 
The  earliest  in  time — the  Allegorical — represented  by  Chaucer,  Gower,  Ste- 
phen Hawes,  Spenser,  Giles  Fletcher,  and  others.  The  next  in  our  history 
— the  Amatory — brought  into  England  by  Henry  Howard,  Earl  cf  Surrey  and 
Sir  Thomas  Wyatt,  as  will  be  seen  in  our  approaching  Reprint  of  Tottel's  Mis- 
cellany.    The  Dramatic — represented  by  Shakespeare  and  a  host  of  others. 

Of  these  Watson  belongs  to  the  second  group  of  Writers.  He  is,  in  th« 
History  of  our  Poesy,  a  lineal  successor  of  Surrey  and  Wyatt.  Among  all 
English  poems  published  during  his  lifetime,  his  English  poetical  works — 
if  an  opinion  might  be  ventured — should  rank  next  to  Spenser.  That  is,  he 
should  be  placed  before  Sidney  as  a  Poet.  Richard  Barnfield  in  his  Affec- 
tionaie  She/'hearde,  1596,  in  upbraiding  Love,  thus  refers  to  them  all  three. 
By  thee  great  Collin  lost  his  libertie. 

By  thee  sweet  Astrophel  forwent  his  ioy; 
By  thee  Amyntas  wept  incessantly. 

They  are  all  equally  original ;  each  writing  after  a  different  manner, 
yet  in  power  of  gifts,  genius,  and  learning,  we  would  put  Spenser  first ; 
Watson,  second;  and  Sidney,  third.  Though  the  Amatory  group  of  Poets 
imitated  foreign  authors  more  largely  than  those  of  the  other  two  classes, 
yet  k  was  not  servilely  done.  Their  close  contact  with  some  of  the  best 
foreign  Poets  did  but  bring  out  the  good  that  was  in  themselves;  and  tlij 
reader  uf  this  Reprint  will  recognize  in  it  some  very  choice  English  po'.itry. 


WRITINGS  OF  THOMAS   WATSON.       5 

We  have  now  to  chronicle  year  by  year,  such  scattered  notices  of  our  Poet 
a"^  we  have  been  able  to  collect,  merely  expressing  a  hope  that  subsequent 
gleaners  will  be  able  to  add  much  more  to  our  knowledge  of  hiin  and  his 
works.  We  shall  distinguisli  by  (a)  (b)  (r)  &c.  such  additional  poems  by 
Watson  as  are  not  included  in  the  four  texts  here  reprinted. 

And  here  first,  we  must  notice  several  works  which  are  referred  to  in  The 
FjKaTo/j.7ra6ia. 

(a)  "  And  where  he  mentioneth  that  once  hee  scorned  loue,  he  alludeth  to 
a  peece  of  worke,  whiche  he  wrote  long  since,  De  Reinedlo  Amor  is,  which 
he  hath  lately  perfected,  to  the  good  likinge  of  many  that  haue  scene  and 
perused  it,  though  not  fully  to  his  owne  fancy,  which  causeth  him  as  yet  to 
kepe  it  backe  from  the  printe." — See  \.,  p.  37. 

(b)  "The  Authour  borroweth  from  certaine  Latine  verses  of  his  owne,  made 
long  agoe  vpon  the  loue  abuses  of  hippiter  in  a  certaine  peece  of  worke 
written  in  tlie  commendation  of  women  kinde  ;  which  he  hath  not  yet  wholie 
perfected  to  the  print." — See  LXXV.,  at/,  in. 

(c)  The  annotation  to  VI.,  at/.  42,  begins  thus.  "  This  passion  is  a  trans- 
lation into  latine  of  the  selfe  same  sonnet  of  Petrarch  which  you  red  lastly 
alleaged,  and  commeth  somwhat  neerer  vnto  the  Itahan  phrase  then  the  Engli.sh 
doth.  The  Author  when  he  translated  it,  was  not  then  minded  euer  to  haue 
imboldned  him  selfe  so  farre,  as  to  thrust  in  foote  amongst  our  english  Poets. 
But  beinge  busied  in  translating  Petrarch  his  sonnets  into  latin  new  clothed 
this  amongst  many  others,  which  one  day  may  perchance  come  to  light." 

(tl)  The  Latin  verses  <2/«<^^7«^r,  at/.  134,  "which  because  theymay  wellim- 
porteapassionof  thewriter,  and  aptly  befitte  the  present  title  of  his  ouerpassed 
Loue,  he  setteth  them  downe  in  this  next  page  following,  but  not  as  accompt- 
able  for  one  of  the  hundreth  passions  of  this  booke." — See  XCVIII. 

These,  and  possibly  other  like  completed  poems  in  Latin,  soon  circulated 
in  MS.  Stephen  Broelmann,  a  German  Jurist  and  Poet,  of  Cologne,  wrote 
to  Watson  while  he  was  at  Paris,  the  following  verses  (reprinted  before  the 
Antigone),  urging  him  to  print  his  works. 

Si  nostra  tecum  preculse  Watsone,  valerent, 

Non  tua  tot  chartis  scrinia  plena  furent; 
Sub  prjelo  tua  Musa  foret,  hicemque  viderent 

ludice  quae  Phaebo  candido  metra  facis. 
Atque  ego  si  quicquam  sapio,  nouique  Helicona, 

Carminis  ille  tui  est  ex  Helicone  liquor. 
Classica  siue  canis,  tencros  sen  dicis  amores, 

Mars  tumido,  tenui  carmine  gestit  amor. 
Thuscanus  Petrarcha  tuo  stat  carmine  diues: 

Mundo  vtinam  fieret  notior  ille  labor. 
Plebs  ignara  licet  Phsebefe  frondis  honores 
Negligat,  et  quicquid  clarius  esse  i)otest : 
Tu  tamen  a  doctis  doctus  dicere  Poeta, 

Inque  suo  precio  nobile  carmen  erit. 
Prassertim  Antigonen  vel  Zoilus  ipse  probabit. 

Ad  prselum  duci  si  paciaris  opus. 
Ergib  tuum  Celebris  portet  super  aethera  nomen 

Fama,  nee  in  tenebris  amplius  esse  sinat. 
Nam  licet  es  iuuenis,  tamen  baud  iuuenilia  pangis. 

Et  vena  polles,  ingenioque  bono. 
Ah  pudet  vlterius  iuuenum  laudare  senili 

Carmine,  qubd  nostro  carmine  maior  eas. 
Eia  age  ;  percolito  dulces  ante  omnia  Musas: 

Vtilis  ille  labor,  dulcis  et  ille  labor. 
Sed  Venus  irata  est,  dum  celas  carmen  amoris  : 

Phsbus  et  ip.se  dolet,  dum  sua  dona  tegis. 
Si  semper  Danaen  tenuisset  ahasnea  turris, 
Aurea  non  essent  pondera  nota  louis. 
1581.  \.     We  now  come  to  Watson's  first  publication  ;  a  translation  into  Latin 
of  Sophocles'  Antigone  :  thus  entered  by  the  clerk  of  the  Sutioners' 
Company. 

"31  July  1581.   John  Wolfe.   Lycencenced  vnto  him,  &c.  Aphoclis 
Antigone,  Thoma  Watsono  interprete.     .     .     .     vjd." 
J.  P.  Collier.    Ext.  from  A'ees.  of  Stat  Co.  ii.  149.    Ed.  1849. 


SOME  ACCOUNT  OF  THE 

Of  this  work,  there  is  a  copy  in  the  British  Museum.  [Press  mark, 
1070.  m.  31.]  The  title  runs  thus  :  "  Sophodis  Antigone.  Interprcte 
Thoma  Watsono  J.  V.  studioso.  Huic  adduntur  ponipse  quaedam,  ex 
singulis  Tragaediae  actis  deriuatae;  tt  post  eas,  totidem  theraata  sen- 
tentijs  refertissima  ;  eodem  Thoma  Watsono  Authore.  Lon- 
DiNi.     Excudebat  lohannes  Wolfius.     1581." 

As  his  earliest  known  published  poem,  and  his  o\vn  account  of  hi 
early  studies,  we  here  give  his  entire  Dedicatory  Epistle. 

(e)  Nobilissimo  proceri,  claroque  multis  nominibus.  Pun. ippi 
HowAKDO  Comiti  Arundelis,  Thomas  Watsonvs  solid;ini 
foelicitatem  precatur. 

NObihbr.s  proediues  auis,  virtutibus  aucte, 
Dotibus  Aonijs  uobilitate  Comes 
Accipe  tantilli  iuuenilia  carmina  vatis, 

Et  multi  modicum  volue  laboris  opus. 
Nee  mea  CaUimachi,  neque  Coi  Musa  Philoetoe  est : 

Quodque  ferat,  vulpes  nil  nisi  tegmen  habet. 
Sed  curant  hominum  mentes,  non  munera  Diui ; 

Erg6  age,  coilitibus  par,  imitare  Deos. 
Quid  si  mendosus  fuerit  mens  iste  libellus  ? 

Quid  si  neglecto  carmine  culpa  subest  ? 
Candida  et  atra  suo  perlustrat  Cynthia  vultu  : 

Phoebus  adit  radijs  Candida  et  atra  suis. 
Vestraque  consueto  capiet  dementia  vultu, 

Quoe  sunt  in  versu  Candida  et  atra  meo. 
Marsioe,  Aiachnoe,  Iri,  Smyntheus,  Tritoni.i,  Croesus, 

Cantus,  fila,  stipem,  postulat,  optat,  aniat ; 
Cantus,  fila,  stipem,  Smyntheus,  Tritonia,  Croesus, 

Nee  dedignatur,  musicus,  alma,  potens. 
Tuque  minora  meis  (recinit  si  vera  propellus) 

Carmina  carminibus  numeris  instar  habes. 
Atque  ego  non  tanti  primoeuos  duco  Poetas, 

Vt  nihil  in  nostrls  laudibus  esse  velim. 
Forsitan  et  Phoebo,  fecique  volente  Minerua, 

Vnde  meo  partus  Marte  tiiumphus  eat. 
Tu  bene  si  censes,  ego  te  censore  beatus 

Apponam  stimulos  vlribus  ipse  meis. 
Et  faciam  Icetus  quod  multi  soepe  rogarunt, 

Plura  vt  sub  proeli  pondere  scripta  crepciU. 
Ipse  licet  Moraus  vano  submurmuret  ore, 

Inuidus  et  piceo  Zoilus  vngue  premat : 
ludicij  censura  tui  superabit  vtrumque, 

Et  capiti  ponet  laurea  serta  meo. 
Inde  satis  foelix,  dicar  tuus  esse  Poeta, 

Et  famulus  fieri  cum  Ganymede  louis. 
Scilicet  hoc  olim  coepi  sperare  lucellum, 

Dum  studijs  totus  tempora  prima  dedi : 
Dumque  prociil  patria  lustrum  mediumque  peregi 

Dlscere  diucrsis  cedere  verba  sonis. 
Turn  satis  Italioe  linguas  moresque  notabam  ; 

Et  linguam,  et  mores  Gallia  docta  tuos. 
Vt  potui,  colui  Musas,  quocunquc  ferebar  : 

Charus  et  imprimis  lustinianus  erat, 
Soepe  sed  inuitam  turbauit  Pallada  Manors, 

Scepe  meo  siudio  bella  fuere  moroi. 
Castra  tamen  fugi,  nisi  quoe  Phoebeia  castra 

Cum  Musis  Charites  continuere  pias. 
Bartole  magnus  £ras,  neque  circuinferre  licebat, 

Nee  legum  nodos  Balde  diserte  tuos ; 
Arripui  Sophocleni,  docui  mitescere  Musas  : 

E  Grcecis  prepigi  metra  Latina  modis. 
Taliter  absuniens  turbatus  vtilis  horas, 

Autigonea  docui  verba  Latina  loqui. 
Moment!  res  magna,  meis  quoque  viribus  impai 

Ni  daret  ipsa  mlhl  sed'jla  Pallas  opcni. 
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Tandem  opus  exactum  volui  lacerare,  vel  igni 

Tradere,  qu6d  Latio  Graecia  maior  erat. 
Plurima  sed  vetuit  prudentum  turba  virorum : 

Me  simiil  Eulogijs  concelebrare  suis. 
Inde  rudes  iterum  coepi  limare  camoenas, 

Et  magis  interna  consolidare  manu. 
Turn  quoerendus  erat,  mihi  qui  Patronus  adesse^j 

Et  niea  qui  tegeret  numine  scripta  suo  ; 
Qui  Phoebo  charus,  Musis  qui  charus  alumnus 

Esset,  et  Aonij  fontis  amaret  aquas  ; 
Qui  Claris  ortus  proauis,  pietatis  amicus 

Esset,  et  ipsius  Candida  cura  louis  ; 
Tu  quia  talis  eris,  et  masculagloria  regni, 

Supplice  Moecoenas  voce  vocandus  eras. 
Ergo  tiintilli  non  aspernare  clientis, 

Quod  tua  iam  virtus  sola  proposcit,  opus. 
Fabula  trita,  olim  murem  fecisse,  Leoni 

Quod  satis  acceptum,  quodque  salubre  fuit. 
Quamuis  indignus,  quamuis  ignotus  adesset, 

Sumpsit  ab  infirmo  paupere  Pyrrhus  aquam. 
Sic  mihi  sit  facilis  cultura  potentis  amici, 

Sim  licet  ignotus,  nee  meruisse  queam. 
Velle  meum  pro  posse  datur,  pro  munere  carmen, 

Et  cupit  Antigone  charior  esse  tibi. 
Charior  esse  tibi  sperat,  quam  chara  Creonti, 

Quam  fuerit  patrio  vel  peramata  solo, 
lamque  reuiuiscens,  et  Musis  ducta  Latinis 

Hue  venit,  et  Thcebis  amplius  esse  timet. 
Mira  tibi  referet,  si  vis  miracula  nosse: 

Atque  pium  t'aeeret,  ni  pius  ante  fores. 
lUicitani  legem  tumidis  mordebit  lanibis  ; 

Fascibus  impauido,  prosferet  ore  Deos; 
Turn  quid  sit  pulchrum,  quid  turpe,  quid  vtile,  quid  non, 

Dieet :  et  imperij  quam  sit  amarus  amor  ; 
Quh.m  noceat  veri  monitus  eontemnere  vatis  : 

Quam  vertat  celerem  Sors  malesana  rotam ; 
Principis  et  placitum  qu:im  pendula  turba  sequatur, 

Et  quanti  faciant  coetera  membra  caput. 
Haee,  et  plura  tuis  plane  proefiget  oeellis 

Antigone,  studio  docta  docere  meo. 
Viae,  vale  Generose  Comes  :  quot  soecula  ceruus 

Viuit,  tot  fcelix  sascula  viue :  vale. 
y^estri  ho7wris  obseruantisshftits,  Thomas  IVaisoniis  Londoniensit. 

(f )  The  Pompa  are  four  groups  of  impersonations  such  as  Iustitia, 
dim  sceptro.  Impiet.^s,  vir  ami  nittcrone,  &c.,  in  sliort  poems  too 
numerous  to  quote  here ;  and  are  preceded  by  this  second  dedicn- 
tion  to  I>ord  Howard  of  Arundell. 

Hcec  mea  si  quiequam  placuit  translatio,  (Jumes 

Inelyte ;  materies  aut  bona  si  qua  subest : 
Hsec  mea  pompa  simul  positque  legenti, 

Quam  totam  Antigones  fabula  tristis  habet. 
Insuper  apposui  pompis,  quae  digna  notatu, 

Themata;  quoeque  probes  vtilitate  sua. 
Th  dignare  igitur  vultu  lustrare  benigno. 
Quod  dedit  ignoti  Musa  benigna  viri. 

Vestri  honoris  studiosishnus  Tho.  ]Vatsonns. 

(q)  The  four  TJtemata  "diducted  out  of  the  bowelles  oi  Antigone 

in  Sophocles  (which  he  lately  translated  into  Latine  and  published  in 

print." — See  p.   115)  are  apparently  exercises  in  different  kinds  of 

Latin  verse.     They  are  severally  as  follows  : — 

(1)  C(FC<u7i  pliila7dia7t  7nulta,rum  calamitahnn,  caiesam  esse,  e.x 
Creontis  exentplo  discinnis,  written  in  Iambics. 

(2)  Qiuivi  sit  malwn publico  Magisiratiis  edicto  ndnparh-e,  AntP- 
i^once  exemplutn  doce*  written  in  Anaotf.stic  Dimiters. 
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(3)  Qua  corrigere  non  possnmtis,  ea  attentare  ni  velvnus  docet 
Isrnene,  vitce  quieter forviam  tradens,  written  in  Sapphics. 

(4)  A  mare  simul  et  sapere  vix  cuiqunm  dart,  interitus  Hoemouis 
docct,  written  in  Choriambic  Asclepiadean  verse.  'J'he  3rd,  4th  ;  8th, 
gth,  and  loth  lines  of  this  Thema  are  quoted  at/.  115." 

^  To  this  work  among  others  W.  Camden  contributed  the  following 
lines.  M.  TJtoma  JVatsoni  Anttgoften. 

ANe  Sophoclseo  Genio  fas  laude  Htare? 
Fas  est  thure  Deo,  laude  litare  viro. 
Turn  Watsone  libi  victura  laude  litandum  : 
Laus  tua  sitque  tibi  quod  sua  thura  loui. 
Namque  Sophoclseus  Genius  tibi  mente  reccptus 

Insidet,  Ausonium  seque  subinde  stupet. 
Antigonem  quicunque  legit,  sic  iudicat ;  illam 

Qui  leget,  relegit ;  quique  relegit  amat. 
Vnus  in  alterutro  Genius  sic  emiiiet,  vno 

Aiterutro,  Tragicis  vnus  vterque  modis. 
Perculit  ille  suis  numeris  Orchestra  Pelasgflm, 

Tu  pompis  Latiis  nostra  Theatra  quatis. 
Verba  illi  Grseco,  vernant  tibi  flore  latino, 

Venaque  dicendi  diues  vtrique  fluit. 
Sed_  tibi  quid  laudes  vena  de  paupere  promo  ? 

Sic  solem  funiis  irradiare  pare. 
En  victura  comusPhaebi  tibi  laurus  obumbrct. 
Et  decus  hoc  minus  est,  quam  merui.sse  decus. 
Soon  after  the  appearance  of  the  Antigone,  Watson  must  have 
summoned  up  courage  to  '  thrust  in  foote  among  our  English  Poets.' 
George  Peele  refers  to 

These  layes  oi Love,  as  niyrth  to  meJanchoIie 
To  follow  fast  thy  sad  Antigone.  See  p.  36. 

1582.       (b)  The  earliest  printed  English  verses  by  Watson  with  which  I  am 
acquainted,  are  the  following  prefixed  toG.  Whetstone's  Hepiaitieron 
of  CJnill Discourses,  &c.     [Ent.  Stat.  Hall.  11  Jan.  1582.] 
T.  W.  Esquier,  In  the  commendation  of  the  Aucthor,  aitd  his 
needefitll  Booke. 
Ven  as  the  fruictfull  Bee,  doth  from  a  thousand  Flowers, 
<     Sweet  Honie  draine,  and  laj'es  it  vp,  to  make  the  profit  ours 
So,  Moral  1  Whetstone,  to  his  Countrey  doth  Impart, 
A  Worke  of  worth,  culd  from  ye  wise,  with  ludgement,  wit  and  art 
No  Stage  Toy,  he  sets  foorth,  or  thundring  of  an  Hoast, 
Rut  his  rare  M7ise,  a  passage  makes,  twi.xt  burnyng  fier  and  frost 
Suche  Vertues  as  beseeme,  the  worthy  Gentles  breast. 
In  proper  colours  he  doth  blaze,  by  foIlo-\vyng  of  the  best : 
The  Vertue  is  but  rare,  and  Vice  not  j'^et  in  vse, 
That  modestly  he  not  commends,  or  mildely  shewes  th'  abuse 
Such  matter  in  good  wordes,  these  few  leaues  doo  reueale, 
Vnforst,  or  strainde,  as  yat  it  seemes,  a  naturall  common  weale. 
Oi/orced  Marriage,  he  dooth  shew  the  foule  euent, 
When  Parents  ioyne,  the  Childrens  hands,  before  their  harts  consent 
And  how  these  fortunes  eke,  in  wedlock  seeldom  proue, 
Vncqnall  choice,  in  birth,  in  yeeres  :  and  Childrens  hasty  loue. 
\  et  he  with  learned  prooffes,  this  sacred  state  dooth  raise, 
(As  it  deserues)  aboue  the  Skies,  in  wordes  of  modest  praise 
More,  euery  Page,  heere  doth  present,  the  Readers  eyes, 
wu-^if  "^'^  regardes,  as  help  the  weake,  and  doo  confirm  ye  wise. 
Which  iieedelesse  were,  to  blase,  in  prayses  to  allure  : 
The  holy  Bush,  may  ivel  be  sparde,  where  as  the  Wine  is  pure. 
.      Watson  must  have  contributed  these  verses,  about  the  time  he 
w'as  finishing  a  number   of  English  poems,    comprising  a  portion 
of  those  forming,  with  the  three  Latin  ones,  The  Passionate  Centurie 
U.^.  Hundred  Songs]  of  Lone  ;  of  which,  as  he  tells  us  at  /.  25,  tht 
Earl  of  Oxford  '  wilhnghe  voutsafed  the  acceptance. '     And  '  since  the 
world  hath  vnderstood  (I  know  not  how)  that  j'onr  Honor  willinglie 
voutchsafed  the  acceptance  of  this  worke,  and  at  conuenient  leisures 
fauorabhe  perused  it,  being  as  yet  but  in  written  hande,  many  haue 
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oftentimes  and  ernestly  called  vpon  mee  to  put  it  to  the  prcssc,  lii.il 
lor  their  mony  they  might  but  see,  what  your  Lordship  with  some 
liking  hath  alreadie  perused.'— /.  25. 

Watson  spontaneously  wrote  these  poems  without  much  definite 
purpose  as  to  number.  That  the  title  of  the  book  was  the  last  thing 
thought  of,  is  proved  by  the  interposition  in  the  '  Centurie'  of  tluec 
Latin  poems;  one,  No.  VL,  being  part  of  the  Latin  version  of 
Petrnrch's  sonnets  above  referred  to,  and  another,  No.  XLV.,  '  when 
he  compiled '  '  he  thought  not  to  haue  placed  among  these  his  Eng- 
lish toyes;'  also  by  his  composition  of  an  additional  poem,  No. 
LXVIL,  while  the  work  was  at  the  press  [?in  honour  of  the  Earl  of 
Oxford];  with  the  consequent  thnisting  out  of  the  '  Centurie 'of 
another  Latin  poem  Quid  Amor,  possibly  in  the  first  instance  in- 
cluding in  it.      In  this  way  the  *  E/carouTra^ta  was  built  up. 

We  talce  it  that  Watson  in  the  ceaseless  activity  of  his  mind,  com- 
posed as  subjects  suggested  themselves  to  him  in  his  multifarious 
reading.  Whether  in  these  youthful  days,  unrequited  affection  turned 
him  to  amatory  poetry;  whether  there  was  any  foundation  in  his 
life  for  these  Love-Songs  and  Love-Dirges,  we  do  not  know. 

He  tells  us,  at  /.  27,  he  wrote  this  work  more  for  Poetry  than 
Passion.  '  Yet  for  this  once  I  hope  thou  wilt  in  respect  of  my  tra- 
uaile  in  penning  these  loue  passions,  or  for  pitie  of  my  paines  in 
suffering  them  (although  but  supposed).'  .  .  .  And  it  is  quite 
true  as  he  states  at/.  28,  '  that  although  Venus  be  my  verse,  yet  her 
slipper  is  left  out.'  So  that,  as  these  four  works  fully  show,  he  is  one 
of  the  purest  as  he  is  one  of  the  sweetest  of  our  Poets. 

Though  there  is  no  date  in  it,  the  'E/caro^Tra^tct  was  published 
in  1582.     The  registration  entry  of  it  runs  thus — 

"31  Mar.  T582.     Mr.  Cawoode.     Licenced  to  him,  &c.,  Watsons 

Passions,  manifestinge  the  true  frenzy  of  loue vj<l." 

J.  P.  CoLLiEK.  Ext.  from  Regs,  of  Stat.  Co.  it.  162.  Ed.  1849. 
Whoever  reads  t'lis  remarkable  work  will  wonder  how  it  could  have  fallen 
into  such  oblivion.  On  the  poems  themselves  we  shall  here  say_  nothing. 
They  reveal  themselves.  Each  of  them  is  headed  with  an  'annotation.'  To 
these  short  introductions  we  would  call  attention.  They  are  most  skilfully 
written.  Who  wrote  them?  Who  was  the  Annotator  ?  May  he  have  been 
the  Earl  of  O.xford  ?  Was  he  the  friend,  whom  Watson  addresses  in  No. 
LXXL,  as  Deere  Titits  mine,  my  auncient  frend? 

Or  was  he  the  author  himself,  writing  in  the  third  person?  We  cannot  say. 
Whoever  he  were,  he  was  perfectly  informed — certainly  by  the  Poet  himself 
— as  to  every  allusion  made,  every  Author  imitated  or  referred  to. 

The  oLj^ct  of  these  annotations  is  stated  in  them.  They  were  written 
to  bring  Watson's  erudite  verse  to  the  appreciation  '  of  him  that  is  no  great 
clarke,'  /.  83,  '  That  the  vulgar  may  the  better  vnderstand  this  Passion,  I 
will  briefly  touch  tho^c,  v.  !)om  the  Authour  nameth  herein,'  /.  98.  '  Where- 
fore know  they  which  know  it  not  alreadie,'/.  128.  '  Yet  the  vnlearned  may 
haue  this  helpe  geuen  them  by  the  way  to  know  what  Galaxiay?,,  or  Pacta- 
his,  which  perchaunce  they  haue  not  read  often  in  our  vulgar  Rimes,'/.  67. 

Though  they  failed  in  their  attempt  to  popularize  the  book  :  these  annota- 
tions show  us  the  vast  learning  of  our  Author.  They  also  introduce  us  to 
foreign  poets  utterly  unknown  to  cultivated  Enghshmen  of  the  present  day. 
May  we  here  venture  to  suggest  to  the  numerous  verse-translators  of  our 
time,  the  benefit  of  varying  their  ceaseless  translation  of  the  same  ancient 
classics  with  versions  of  the  Latin  or  vernacular  verse  of  the  i6_th  century. 
May  the  testimony  of  Watson's  friend,  the  Annotator;  which  is  virtually  that 
of  Watson  himself,  be  put  in  evidence  respecting  these.  He  refers  to  '  the 
works  of  Hercules  Strozza,  who  in  his  So»ininiii  hath  written  so  exquisitely, 
that  the  Dreatne  will  quite  his  trauaile,  that  shall  peruse  it  with  due  atten- 
tion,'/. 68  :  describing  as  'a  noble  man  of  Italy,  and  one  of  the  best  Poets 
in  all  his  age,'/  121.  Or  Estienne  Forcadel,  to  whom  he  refers  under  his 
latinized  name  of  *  Siepkamis  Forcatiilus  (an  excellent  Ciuilian,  and  one  of 
the  beste  Poetes  of  Fraunce  for  these  many  yeares),'/._74.  And  so  on,  of  all 
the  rest.  These  annotations  may  well  be  made  a  starting  point  of  enquiry  in 
the  Imaginative  Poesy  of  Europe  at  that  time  :  which  being  now  forgotten, 
would  by  recovery  become  new  again. 
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Harl.  MS.  3277.  is  a  copy,  in  the  handwriting  of  the  end  of  the  sixteentti 
century,  of  the  greater  part  of  the  'EKUTO/i'Tra^/a  under  the  following  title. 

A  Looking glasse  for  Louers;  Wherein  are  conteyned  two  sortes  of  amor- 

071S  passions :  the  one  expressing  the  trewe  estate  and  perturbations  of  hyni, 

that  is  overgon  with  lot*e :  ttie  other,  aflatt  dsfyance  to  loue  attd  all  his  lawes. 

The  first  half  hundred  poems  are  all  transcribed :  but  in  the  second,  there 

are  many  omissions. 

1582.  Christopher  OcKLANDE,  Headmaster  first  of  the  School  founded 
by  Queen  Elizabeth  at  Southwark,  afterwards  of  Cheltenham  School,  wrote  a 
Latin  poem  '^ip-qvapKLa  «W  Elizabetha,' of  which  two  editions  appeared 
this  year  at  the  end  of  a  work  entitled  Anglorunt  prcelia,  &c.  This  work 
was  ordered  on  7  May  1582  bj^  the  High  Commission  '  too  bee  receyued 
and  pubhquely  read  and  taught  in  all  Grammar  and  Free  Scholes.'  To  this 
work  Watson  contributed  the  following  DecasticJion : 

(t)  AdOclandum,  de  Eulogiis serinissimte  fiostrce  Elizabethtx post  Aiii^lo- 
rum  pnelia  cantatis. 

Recte  post  Martis  lituos  pacalis  Oliua 

Suggeritur  calamo  cane  Poeta  tuo. 
Scilicet,  vt  feruens  Martem  laudauerat  aetas, 

Palladis  expetiit  ramus  habere  senem. 
Et  Martis  htuos  ornas,  virgamque  Mineruae 

Grandia  sine  canis,  dulcia  siue  canis. 
Seu  pacem,  sea  bellum  refers,  in  vtraque  camoena 

Vel  Deus  exprimitu  ,  vel  Dea  maior  eo. 
At  mihi  si  credes,  cantus  imitabere  Cygni, 

Funeris  vt  sit  laus  Elisabetha  tui. — Thomas  IVatsomis. 

ii5S5.  III.  "  Amyntas.  Thomae  Watsoni  I.V.  studiosi.  Excudebat  Henri- 
cus  Marsh,  ex  assigaatif/ne  Thomae  Marsh.  1585.  i6mo,  27  leaves. 
Dedicated  to  '  Henrico  Noello.'" — Lowndes,  p.  2856.  [Since  the 
first  hnpression  of  t  J  lis  Reprint,  a  copy  of  hja.yviX2s  has  beejipoitited 
out  to  me  in  the  British  Museum,  Press  Mark  1213  d.  5.] 

The  next  two  works  we  have  not  seen ;  we  can  bat  qaote  them. 
?       IV.  Compendium  Memoricn  Localls  (Autore  Thoma  Watsoni  Londini 
ensi  J.  V.  studioso.)     Dedicated  to   '  Henrico  Noello  vere  nobil- 
viro.'    A  copy  of  this  work  was  sold  in  1831  at  Heber's  sale.     Part 
vi.  3800  :  *  but,  as  it  was  imperfect  at  the  end  the  date  and  printer 
are  unknown.'  —J.  P.  Collier,  Bib.  Cat.  ii.  490. 
We  place  it  here  on  account  of  its  Dedicatee  being  the  same. 
1586.  V.    "  Coluthus'  Raptce  Helett^e.    Tho.  Watsonse  Londinensi.   London 
1586.  4to.  Dedicatedto  the  Duke  of  Northumberland.  '  Zc7£w./.  503. 

In  a  MS.  volume,  ^ra«irr/^^£3? by  John  Lilliat,  formerly  in  Hearne's 
possession,  now  among  Dr.  Rawlinson's  collection  in  the  Bodleian 
MSS.  Rawl.  Poet.  148:  are  the  following  hues,  which  we  reprint 
from  Brit.  Bibli.  ii.  543.     Ed.  18 12. 

(i?)  "  A  gratification  vnto  Mr.  John  Case,  for  his  learned  Booke. 
lately  made  in  the prayes  of  Musick. 

1.  Let  others  praies  what  likes  them  best, 
I  Uke  his  lynes  aboue  the  rest, 

Whose  pen  hath  paynted  Musicks  praies  : 
By  nature's  lawe  by  wisdomes  rule, 
He  soundly  blames  the  scencelesse  foole, 
And  barb'rous  Scithian  of  our  dayes. 

2.  He  writes  of  angels  harmony, 
Aboue  the  harpe  of  Mercurie 

ITc  writes  of  sweetly  turninge  spears  : 
How  birds  and  beasts,  and  wormes  reioyce, 
How  dolphins  lou'd  Ariotis  voyce. 
He  makes  a  frame  for  Midas  ears. 

3.  ITiea  may  the  solemne  stoicke  finde. 
That  Momus  and  him  self  ar  blynde, 
And  that  rude  Matsia  wanteth  skill  : 
Whiles  will  and  witlesse  ears  are  bent, 
Aeainst  Apollo's  sweet  consent, 

'J'he  nursse  of  good,  ye  scourge  of  ill. 
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4.    Let  Eris  then  delight  in  warrs, 
Let  Enuy  barke  against  the  Starrs, 
Let  Folly  sayle  which  may  thee  please : 
With  him  I  wish  my  dayes  to  spende 
Whose  quill  hath  stood  fayre  Musicks  friend, 
Chief  friend  to  peace,  chief  port  of  ease,     q^  Tho.  Watson.'' 

1587.  Abraham  Fraunce,  a  versifier,  published  this  year  "  The  La- 
me}Uations  0/  Aniy)itas  for  the  death  of  Phillis,  paraphrastically 
translated  out  of  Latine  into  English  Hexameters  by  Abraham 
Fraunce.  London,  1587."  Of  this  work  there  is  a  copy  in  the 
Bodleian  Library.  For  it,  Fraunce  wrote  the  following  dishonest 
dedication,  in  which  he  makes  no  allusion  whatever  to  Watson. 
To  the  Right  Hotiovrable,  verttious  and  learned  Ladie,  tJie  Ladie 
Mary,  Countesse  of  Penbroke. 

Mine  afflicted  mind  and  erased  bodie,  together  with  other  externall  cala- 
mities haue  wrought  such  sorowfuU  and  lamentable  effects  in  me, 
that  for  this  whole  yeare  I  haue  wholy  giuen  ouer  my  selfe  to  mournful] 
meditations.  Among  others,  Amintas  is  one,  which  being  first  prepared  for 
one  or  two,  was  afterwards  by  the  meanes  of  a  few,  made  common  to  nianie, 
and  so  pitifully  disfigured  by  the  boisterous  handUng  of  vnskilful  pen  men, 
that  he  was  like  to  haue  come  abroad  so  vnlike  himselfe,  as  that  his  own 
Phillis  would  neuer  haue  taken  him  for  Amintas.  Which  vtter  vndoing  of 
our  poore  shepeheard,  I  knew  not  well  otherwise  how  to  preuent,  but  by 
repairing  his  ragged  attire,  to  let  him  passe  for  a  time  vnder  your  honour- 
able protection.  As  for  his  foes,  they  either  generallie  niislike  this  vnusuall 
kind  of  verse,  or  els  they  fancie  not  my  peculier  trauaile.  For  the  first,  I 
neuer  heard  better  argument  of  them  then  this,  such  an  one  hath  done  but 
ill,  therefore  no  man  can  doe  w  el,  which  reason  is  much  like  their  own  rimes, 
in  condemning  the  art,  for  the  fault  of  some  artificers.  Now  for  the  second 
sort  of  reprehenders  who  think  well  of  the  thing,  but  not  of  my  labour  therein, 
mine  answere  is  at  hand.  If  there  were  any  penaltie  appointed  for  him  that 
would  not  reade,  he  might  well  complaine  of  me  that  publish  it  to  be  read. 
But  if  it  be  in  euerie  mans  choise  to  reade  it,  or  not  to  reade,  why  then  not 
in  mine  also  to  publish  or  not  to  publish  it?  He  that  will,  let  him  see  and 
reade  ;  he  that  will  neither  reade  nor  see,  is  neither  bound  to  see  nor  read. 
He  that  taketh  no  delight  in  reading,  let  him  thinke  that  among  so  manie 
men  so  diuersly  aftected,  there  may  be  some  found  of  a  contrarie  humor. 
If  anie  begin  to  read,  when  he  beginneth  to  take  no  delight,  let  him  leaue 
and  goe  no  further.  If  he  folow  on  in  reading  without  pleasure,  let  him 
neither  blame  me  that  did  what  I  could,  nor  be  angrie  with  the  thing  which 
hath  no  sense,  but  reprehend  himselfe  who  would  continue  reading  without 
any  pleasure  taking.     Your  honours  most  affectionat,  Abraham  Fraunce. 

Mr.  Collier,  Bib.  Cat.  i.  296,  has  the  following.  "  Ritson  {R.  P.  p.  241) 
gives  the  date  of  this  work  as  1588,  adding  that  it  was  printed  by  Charley- 
wood  ;  this  was  in  fact,  the  second  impression  ;  and,  although  it  has  never 
been  mentioned,  there  was  a  third  in  1589,  professing  to  have  been  '  newly  cor- 
rected.'  It  was  then  *  Printed  by  Robert  Robinson'  for  Newman  and  Gubbin." 

1589.  (1)  Thomas  Nash,  writing  To  the  Gentlemen  St-udents  of  both 

Vniuersities,  in  Green's  Menapho7i.,  has  the  following  curious  passage. 
But  fortune  the  Mistres  of  change  with  a  pitying  compassion,  respecting 
Master  Stanihursts  praise,  would  that  Phaer  shoulde  fall  that  hee  might 
rise,  whose  heroicall  Poetrie  infired,   I  should  say  inspired,  with  an  hexa- 
meter furie,  recalled  to  life,  what  euer  hissed  barbarisme,  hath  bin  buried  this 
hundred  yeare;  and  reuiued  by  his  rugged  quill,  such  carterlie  varietie,  as 
no  hodge  plowman  in  a  countrie,  but  would  haue  held  as  the  extremitie  of 
clownerie  ;  a  patterne  whereof,  I  will  propounde  to  your  iudgements,  as  neere 
as  I  can,  being  parte  of  one  of  his  descriptions  of  a  tempest,  which  is  thus. 
Then  did  he  make,  heavens  vault  to  rebotinde,  with  ronnce  robble  hobble 
Ofrtiffe  raffe  roariiig,  with  tJnuick  thwack  thiirlery  bonncing. 
Which  straungc  language  of  the  firmament  neuer  suhiect  before  to  our  com- 
mon phra.se,  makes  vs  that  are  not  v.sed  to  terminate  lieauensmoueings,  in  the 
accents  of  any  voice,  esteeme  of  their  triobulare  interpreter,  as  of  some 
Thrasionicall  huffe  snuffe,  for  so  terrible  was  his  stile,  to  all  milde  eares,  3^ 
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would  haue  affrighted  our  peaceable  Poets,  from  intermedling  hereafter,  with 
that  quarelling  kiiide  of  verse;  had  not  sweete  Master  France  by  his  excel- 
lent translation  of  Master  Thomas  Watsons  sugred  Amintas,  animated 
their  dulled  spirits,  to  such  high  witted  endeuors.  .  .  . 

In  trueth,  (Master  Watson  except,  whom  I  mentioned  before)  I  knowe  not 
almost  any  of  late  dayes  that  hath  shewed  himselfe  singular  in  any  speciall 
Latine  Poem,  whose  Ainhitas,  and  translated  Antigone  may-  march  in  equi- 
page of  honour,  with  any  of  our  ancient  Poets. 

1589.         Robert  Greene's '  Ciceronis  A  7nor,  Tallies  Love,'  was  first  published 
this  year.      Annong  other  verse  placed  before  the  text:  \s,  Ad  Lec- 
toreni  Hcxasticon  :  which  runs  thus  in  the  earliest  edition,  1597,  to 
which  I  have  had  access. 
(I)  In  lucem  prodit  tenebris  exuta  malignis 

Romelei  petulans,  vse.sanaque  flamnmla  Phoebi : 
Rorantem  Author!  (Lectores)  spargite  florem, 
Intyba,  Narcissos,  Latacen,  pictique  roseti 
Dulces  diuitias  :  Ilium  concingite  lauru  .- 

Emerito  solers  industria  reddat  honorem.   TJiomas  Watson,  Oxon. 
1500.  VI.  This  was  a  prolific  year  for  Watson.    (1)  There  appeared  "T  The 
first  sett,  Of  Italian  ^ladrigalls  Englished,  not  to  the  sense  of  the 
originall  dittie,  but  after  the  affection  of  the  noate.      By  Thomas 
Watson  Gentleman.     There  are  also  heere  inserted  two  excellent 
madrigalls  of  Master  William   Byrds,   composed  after  the   Italian 
vaine  at  the  request  of  the  sayd  Thomas  Watson.     London  1590." 
[British  Museum.     Press  mark,  C.  13c  ] 
This  work,  Watson  thus  dedicated  to  Lord  Essex. 
Clarisimo,    et    honoratissimo    Heroi,    Domino    Roberto    Deurox 
Comiti  Essexiae^  Georgian!  Ordinis  Equiti  aurato,   multisque  alij? 
nominibus  illustrissimo.     S.  P. 

(in)  T  Nclyte  Mauortis,  Musarum  dulcis  alumne, 
J.  Accipe  iuncta  Italis  Anglia  verba  notis  : 
Atque  Marenzseos  cantus,  quos  approbet  auris 

Attica,  quos  Charites,  quosque  DIANA  velit. 
Si  rudius  quid  inest,  id  nostri  culpa  laboris : 

Et  melior  primo  forte  secundus  erit. 
Attamen  Hesperioe  Philomcnloe  subdere  voces 

Non  est  exlgui  debile  Martis  opus. 
Tu  dignare,  precor,  sinceroe  munera  mentis, 

Siue  sonent  placido  murmure,  sine  graui. 
Candida  et  atra  suo  percurrit  lumine  Phoebus; 
Candida  et  atra  volens  accipe,  Phoebus  eris. 
Phoebus  eris,  nisi  te  sacrato  culmine  Mauors 

Auferat,  armipotens  vt  fera  bella  geras. 
Ecquis  enim  vestroe  nescit  conamina  Musoe, 

Metraque  ad  Aoniam  soepe  canenda  lyram  ? 
Sed  mitto  quoscunque  tuos  virtutis  honores  : 

Maior  es  eulogijs,  carminibusque  meis. 
Aurea  concedat  fcelicis  tempora  vita; 
lupiter,  et  coeptis  nolit  abesse  tuis. 

Honoris  tui  studiosissimus  Thomas  Watsonus. 
He  also  wrote  the  following  of  the  celebrated  Italian  composer. 
Lucae  Marenzio  Musicse  artis  peritissimo  Tho.  Watsonus. 
(it)    T  T  Ei,  quoties  morimur  nimia  dulcedine  rapti, 
XJL     Pulsat  Appollineam  dum  tua  Musa  chelyn? 
O,  igitur  dulcis  plectrum  depone  Marenzi : 

Ne  sit  la;sa  tuis  plurima  vita  sonis. 
Attamen  6  dulcis  plcctro  modulare  INIarenzi: 
Si  morimur,  vitam  dant  tua  plectra  nouam. 
O  liceal  nobis,  vita  sub  morte  reperta, 

Sjep6  tuo  cantu  viuere,  ssepe  mori. 
Mille  neces  patior,  vitas  totidemque  ;  resumo, 

Dimi  tua  multiplici  gutture  musa  placet : 
Sonmio  septeno  gyrantes  murmure  sphaeras : 
Somnio  cantantis  Numina  blanda  sali 
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Somnio  Thrpicenm  Cvtharoedam  saxa  mouentem : 

Somnio  mulcentem  carmine  monstra  Deum : 
Somnio  Musarum  concentus  protinus  omnes  : 
Omnio  Marenzi,  dum  canis,  vnus  habes. 
VII.      (2)  He  also  produced  Melibaeus,  here  reprinted  on  the  even  num- 
bered//, from  139-174.    The  British  Museum  copy  [Press  mark  1070. 
1.  4]  has  the  top  of  the  Latin  dedication,  see/.  142,  torn  :  and  we  are 
indebted  to  the  kindness  of  Rev.  T.  Corser  for  its  completion,  irom 
the  copy  in  his  famed  collection  at  Stand  Rectory,  near  Manchester. 
VIII.     (3)  Ati  Eglogzie,  Sec,  being  a  translation  of  the  same  into  English : 
here  reprinted  on  opposite  pages  to  the  Melibceus.    Watson  distinctly 
refers  to  Fraunce's  unhandsome  conduct,  when  he  says  at/.  147,  '  I 
interpret  my  self,  lest  Melib3eus  in  speaking  English  by  an  other 
mans  labour,  should  leese  my  name  in  his  chaunge,  as  my  Amyfitas 
did.'     [Brit.  Jl/us.  Press-mark  161.  m.  56.] 

1591.  Fraunce  prints  for  the  fourth  time  his  translation  under  the  title  of 
"The  Countesse  of  Pejnbrokes  Yttychurch.  Containing  the  affec- 
tionate life,  and  unfortunate  death  of  Phillis  and  Amyntas  :  That  in 
a  Pastorall ;  This  in  a  Funerall :  both  in  English  Hexameters.  By 
Abraham  Fraunce.     London  1591."     Its  registration  runs  thus  : 

"9  Feb,  1591.  W™.  Ponsonbye.  Entred  for  hiscopie,  &c.  Abooke 
intituled  the  Countesse  oiPembrokesIuy  Chirche  and  Ema7i7ieL  vjd. " 

J.  P.  Collier,  Regs,  of  Stat.  Co.    See  N.  c^  Q.,  -^rd  Series,  i.  44. 

In  the  dedication,  he  at  length  acknowledges  the  authorship  of 
A  niyntas. 

IF  Amytitas  found  fauour  in  your  gracious  eyes,  let  Phillis  bee 
accepted  for  Ainyittas  sake.  I  haue  some  what  altered  ^.  Tas- 
soes  Italian,  and  M.  ll^atso/is  Latine  Amyntas,  to  make  them  botli 
one  EngUsh.  But  Tassoes  is  Comicall,  therefore  this  verse  vnusual 
yet  it  is  also  Pastoral,  and  in  effect  nothing  els  but  a  continuatioii 
of  a:^/i5i^«^.y,  therefore  no  verse  fitter  than  this.   .  .   . 

1592.  Gabriel  Harvey,  writing  at  London;  the  third  of  his Foure  Let- 
Sep.8-9.  ters  aJid  certaine  Soimets,  printed  this  year:  thus  enumerates  Wat- 
son among  a  number  of  writers,  all  evidently  then  living. 

I  cordially  recommend  to  the  deere  Louers  of  the  Muses :  and  namely  to 
the  professed  Sonnes  of  the  same,  Edmond  Spencer,  Richard  Stanihiirst, 
Abraham  Fratince,  Thomas  PVatsou,  Samttel  Daniell,  Tliomas  Nash,  and 
the  rest :  whome  I  aflectionately  thancke  lor  their  studious  endeuours,  com- 
mendably  employed  m  enriching,  and  polishing  their  natiue  Tongue,  neuer 
so  furnished,  or  embellished,  as  of  late. ^/>.  48. 
Mr.  Collier,  in  his  Bibl.  Cat.  ii.  490,  Ed.  1865. 

"  Thomas  and  Watson  could  not  be  uncommon  names  ;  but  in  the  register 
of  St.   Bartholomew  the  Less,  in  which  parish  various  literary  men  resided, 
we  meet  with  the  following  entry  of  a  burial,  the  date  of  which  accords  with 
the  period  when  it  is  likely  that  our  poet  expired  :— 

'  26  Sept.  1592.  Thomas  Watson,  gent,  was  buried.' 
It  has  never  been  anywhere  cited,  but  we  have  little  doubt  that  it  applies 
to  our  poet." 

Soon  after  this  is  the  following  entry  : 
1S&2.  IX.  "  x°  die  Novembris  [1592].  Mr.  Ponsoiiby.     Entered  for  his  cipie, 
Abooke  intituled  Ajiiiute  gaudia,  A\xt\iOXQ  Thom.  Watsono,  Lon- 
di[n]ensi  iuris  studioso.  .....  vj"*." 

J.  P.  Collier.    Regs,  of  Stat.  Co.    See  N.  6^  Q.,  srdS.,  i.  322. 
The  title  of  this  work  is  as  follows  :     (4)  "  Atnititce  Gaiidia.    Au- 
thore  Thoma  Watsono,  Londoninensi,  iuris  Studioso.  Londini,  Impri- 
mis, Guilhelmi  Ponsonbei.  1592  :"  and  it  has  the  following  dedication: 
Illustrissimse  Heroinse  om.nibus  et  animi,  et  corporis  dotibus  ornatissimae, 
Marise  Penbrokiae  Comitissss. 
T    Aurigera  stirpe  prognata  Delia,  Sydnsel  vaiis  Apollinei  genuuia  soror ; 
1  J    Alma  literarum  parens,  ad  cuius  immaculatos  amplexus,  confugit  virtus, 
barbariel  et  ignorantiae  impetu  violata,  vt  olim  a  Threlcio  Tyranno  Philo- 
mela ;  Poetarum  nostri  temporls,  ingeniorumque  omnium  fu^licissime  puUu- 
tantium,   Musa ;    Dia   proles,    quosiam  rudi  calamo,  spiritus  infundis  elati 
furoris,  quibus  ipse  misellus,  plus  mihi  videor  prcestare  posse,  quam  crud.i 
nostra  indoles  profcrre  solet :  Dignare  Posthumo  huic  Amynta:,  vt  tuo  aduptiuo 
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filio  patrocinari :  Eoque  niagis  qu6d  moribundus  pater,  illius  tutelam  humillim^ 
tibi  legauerat.  Et  licet  illustre  nomen  tuum  non  solum  apud  nos,  sed  exteras 
etiani  nationes,  latius  propagatum  est,  qukm  aut  vnquain  possit  aeruginosa 
Temporis  vetustate  aboleri,  aut  mortalium  encomijs  augeri,  (quomodo  enim 
quicquam  possit  esse  infinito  plus  ?)  multorum  tamen  canioenis,  quasi  siderum 
diademate  redimita  Ariadne,  noli  hunc  purum  Phoebi  sacerdotem,  stellam 
alteram  coronae  tuae  largientem,  aspeniari :  sed  animi  candore,  queru  sator 
hominum,  atque  deorum,  lupiter,  prsenobili  familiae  tuse  quasi  haeriditarum 
alligauit,  accipe,  et  tuere.  Sic  nos,  quorum  opes  tenuissimac,  littorea  sunt 
Myrtus  Veneris,  Nymphaeque  Peneiae  semper  \'irens  coma,  prima  quaque 
poematis  pagina,  Te  Musarum  dominam,  in  auxilium  invocabimus :  tua 
denique  virtus,  quoe  virtutem  ipsam;  ipsam  quoque  aeternitatem  superabit. 
Honoris  tui  studiosissimus,  C.  M.  f? Christopher  Marlowe.] 
The  registration  and  dedication  oi A}niftta;  Gajidia,  with  Harvey's  allusion, 
show  how  correct  Mr.  Collier's  opinion  is. 

1593.         George  Peele,  M.A.,  has  the  following  lines  in  Ad Meeccenatuvi 
Prologtis,  in  his  work  entitled  The  Honour  of  the  Garter. 
Why  thither  post  not  all  good  wits  from  hence, 
To  Chancer,  GoTvre,  and  to  the  fayrest  Phaer 
That  ever  ventured  on  great  Virgils  works  ? 
To  Watson,  worthy  many  Epitaphes 
For  his  sweet  Poesie^  for  Arnintas  teares 
And  ioyes  so  well  set  downe. 
The  word  '  Epitaphes '  confirms  Watson's  death  anterior  to  the 
composition  of  this  Prologue. 
1593.         A  rare  Poetical  Miscellany.    "  The  Phoenix  Nest,  &c.    Set  forth 
by  R.  S.  of  the  Inner  Temple,  Gentleman.     Neuer  before  this  time 
/>iib!ished;"  contains  three  following  poems  by  T.  W.  Gent.  :  that  is, 
Thomas  Watson,  as  is  proved  by  the  first  of  them  appearing,  with 
variations,  in  Englands  Helicon,  1602,  with  his  name  in  full  after  it. 
Not  having  seen  the  Latin  text,  we  can  but  surmise  that  the  first 
is  a  translation  of  the  Eighth  day  of  A7Hjyntas:  and  we  presume 
that  as  Watson  translated  Melibceus :  so  he  intended  to  have  turned 
-^wy«/a.v  into  English.     A  reference  to  Fraunce's  hexameters  will 
show  that  Watson  was  a  true  Poet :  and  Fraunce  a  .scribbling  versifier. 
(0)  Aurora  now,  began  to  rise  againe. 

From  vatrie  couch,  and  from  old  Tithons  side, 

In  hope  to  kisse  vpon  Acteian  plaine, 

Yong  Cephalus,  and  through  the  golden  glide. 

On  Easteme  coast,  she  cast  so  great  a  light, 

That  Phoebus  thought  it  time  to  make  retire, 

From  Thetis  Bowre,  wherein  he  spent  the  night. 

To  light  the  world  againe  with  heauenly  fire. 

Nor  sooner  gan  his  winged  steedes  to  chase 

The  Stigian  night,  mantled  in  duskie  vale. 

But  poore  Amyntas,  hasteth  him  apace, 

In  desarts  thus,  to  weepe  a  wofuU  tale. 

Now  silent  shades,  and  all  that  dwell  therein, 

As  Birds,  or  Beasts,  or  Wormes  that  creepe  on  grounde, 

Dispose  your  selues  to  teares,  while  I  begin. 

To  rew  the  griefe,  of  mine  eternall  wounde. 

And  dolefull  ghosts,  whose  nature  flies  the  light. 

Come  seate  your  selues  with  me  on  eu'ry  side, 

And  whilst  I  die  for  want  of  my  delight. 

Lament  the  woes  that  Fancie  me  betide. 

Phillis  is  dead,  the  marke  of  my  desire, 

My  cause  of  loue,  and  shipwracke  of  my  loyes, 

Phillis  is  gone,  that  set  my  hart  on  fire. 

That  clad  my  thoughts  with  ruinous  annoyes. 

Phillis  is  fled,  and  bides  I  wot  not  where, 

Phillis  (alas)  the  praise  of  woman  kinde, 

Phillis,  the  Sim  of  this  our  hemisphere, 

Whose  beames  made  me  and  many  others  blinde. 
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But  blinded  me  (poore  man)  aboue  the  re=t. 

That  like  olde  Oedipus,  I  hue  in  thrall, 

Still  feele  the  worst,  and  neuer  hope  the  best, 

My  mirth  is  mone,  my  honie  drownd  in  gall. 

Hir  faire,  but  cruell  eies,  bewdtcht  my  sight, 

Hir  sweete,  but  fading  speech,  enthrald  my  thought, 

And  in  hir  deeds  I  reaped  such  delight. 

As  brought  both  will,  and  libertie  to  nought. 

Therefore,  all  hope  of  happines  adue, 

Adue  desire  the  source  of  all  my  care, 

I>ispaire  me  tels  my  weale  will  nere  renue,^ 

Till  this  my  soule,  doth  passe  in  Charons  Crare. 

Meane  time,  my  minde  must  suffer  Fortunes  skorne, 

My  thoughts  stil  wound,  like  wounds  that  stil  are  green 

My  weakned  lyms,  be  laide  on  beds  of  thome. 

My  life  decaies,  although  my  death  foreseene. 

Mine  eies,  now  eies  no  more,  but  seas  of  teares, 

Weepe  on  your  fill,  to  coole  my  burning  brest. 

Where  Loue  did  place  desire,  twixt  hope,  and  feares, 

(I  say)  desire,  the  author  of  vnrest. 

And  (would  to  gods)  Phillis  where  ere  thou  be, 

Thy  soule  did  see,  the  sowre  of  mine  estate. 

My  ioyes  echpst,  for  onely  want  of  thee, 

My  being  with  my  selfe  at  foule  debate. 

My  humble  vowes,  my  sufferance  of  woe 

My  sobs,  and  sighes,  and  euerwatchmg  eies. 

My  plaintife  teares,  my  wandring  to  and  froe. 

My  will  to  die,  my  neuer  ceasing  cries. 

No  doubt  but  then,  thy  sorrows  would  perswade 

The  doome  of  death  to  cut  my  vitall  twist. 

That  I  with  thee,  amidst  the  infernall  shade. 

And  thou  with  me,  might  sport  vs  as  we  list. 

O  if  thou  waite  on  faire  Proserpines  traine 

And  hearest  Orpheus,  neere  th'  Elisian  springs 

Entreat  thy  Queene,  to  free  thee  thence  againe         ^    ...   -,     , 

And  let  the  Thracian  guide  thee  with  his  strings,      r.  VV.  Gettt 

(p)  Away,  dispaire,  the  death  of  hopeles  harts. 
For  hope  and  truth,  assure  me  long  agoe. 
That  pleasure  is  the  end  of  Ungring  smarts, 
When  time,  with  iust  content,  rewardeth  woe. 
Sweet  vertues  throne  is  built  in  labours  towre. 
Where  Lawrell  wreath's  are  twist  for  them  alone. 
Whose  gals  are  burst  with  often  tasted  sowre. 
Whose  blis  from  bale  is  sprong,  whose  mirth  from  mone, 
I  therefore  striue  by  toyles,  to  raise  my  name. 
And  lason  like,  to  gaine  a  golden  fleece. 
The  end  of  eu'ry  worke  doth  crowne  the  same. 
As  witnes  well,  the  happie  harmes  of  Greece  ; 
For  if  the  Greekes,  had  soone  got  Pryams  seat, 
The  glory  of  their  paines,  had  not  been  great.       r.  IV,  Gent 

(n)  I  hope  and  feare,  that  for  my  weale  or  woe 

That  heau'nly  lampe,  which  yeelds  both  heat  and  light. 
To  make  a  throne,  for  gods  on  earth  belowe, 

Is  cut  in  twaine,  and  fixt  in  my  delight. 
Which  two  faire  hemispheres,  through  hght  and  heat, 
Planting  desire,  driue  reason  from  hir  seate. 
No,  no,  my  too  forgetfuU  toong  blaspheames, 

I  should  haue  saide,  that  where  these  Hemispheres, 
In  harts,  though  eies,  fixe  hot  and  lightsome  b^mes. 

There  reason  works  desire,  and  hopes  breed  feares. 
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O  onely  obiect,  for  an  Eagles  eie, 

Whose  lighte  and  heat,  make  men  to  line  and  die. 

Twixt  these,  a  daintie  paradise  doth  Ue, 

As  sweete  as  in  the  Sunne  the  Phenix  Bowre, 
As  white  as  snowe,  as  smooth  as  luorie. 

As  faire,  as  Psyches  bosome,  in  that  howre, 
When  she  disclosde  the  boxe  of  Beauties  Queene, 
All  this  and  more,  is  in  Sibilla  scene.  T.  W.  Gent. 

Reprinted  in  J.  P.  Collier's  6evcu  Eic^Ush  Poet.  Misc.  1867,//. 
122-126. 

1593.  X.  We  now  come  to  a  work  in  many  respects  of  superlative  interest. 
By  the  courteous  kindness  of  S.  Christie-Miller,  Esq.  of  BritwcU, 
near  Maidenhead,  the  Reader  may  now  peruse  Watson's  principal 
English  posthumous  work,  reprinted  at  the  end  of  this  volume.  Its 
authorship  is  established  by  the  initials  T.  W.  at  the  end :  and  more 
positively  by  the  following  registration. 

"it  Aug.  [1593].  John  Danter.  Item  entred  for  his  copie,  &c. 
a  booke  intituled  The  teares  o/fansie,  or  loue  disdained.  By  T 
Watson.  .......  vj"!.' 

J.  P.  Collier.    Regs,  of  Stat.  Co.    See  N.  Qi'  Q.,  ydS.,  i.  402. 

This  work,  which  appears  to  have  received  but  little  attention  whik 
passing  through  the  press,  is  here  reprinted  page  for  page.  The  loss 
of  the  eight  Sonnets  is  much  to  be  regretted. 

1591.  Richard  Barnfield's  allusion  to  Watson  in  his  Affectionate  She/>- 

heard  oi  ihis  year,  we  have  already  quoted  at/.  4. 

1595.  (1)  In  a  work  entitled  Polimanteia.  &c.,  written  by  W.  C.,  and 

published  at  Cambridge  [Gren.  Coll:  Brit.  I\lusentn,sy]'\  there  is  af 
R.  3.  a  reference  in  the  side  notes  connecting,  in  a  literary  sense. 
Watson  with  Shakespeare,  (who  then  just  began  to  appear  in  print' 
in  a  way  that  may  best  appear  by  reproducing  the  passage  line  foi 
hne.  Let  o- 

ther  countries  (sweet  Cambridge)  enuie, 
(yet  admirel  my  Virgil,  thy  petrarch,  di- 
uine  SJ>enser.  And  vnlesse  I  erre,  (a  thing 
easie  in  such  simplicitie)  deluded  by 
All  praise  dearlie  beloued  Delia,  and  fortunatelie 
Lucieoia  fortunate  Cleopatra;  Oxford  thou  maist 

Sweet  Shak-      extoll     thy    courte-deare- verse    happie 
Eloquent  Daniell,  whose  sweete  refined  muse,  in 

Uaucston.         Contracted     shape,     were     sufficient    a- 

mongst   men,    to  gaine   pardon   of   the  vvantca 
sinne  to  Roseviond,   pittie  to  distressed  watsoni 
Cleopatra,  and  euerliuing  praise  to  her  hejre. 
louing  Delia  : 
(2)  In  this  year  also  appeared  Spensers  Colin  Clouts  cotne  hanif 
again,  in  which  occur  the  following  lines  :  which  under  correction. 
we  take  to  refer  to  Watson. 

There  also  is  (ah  no,  he  is  not  now  !) 
But  since  I  said  he  is,  he  quite  is  gone, 
Aniyntas  quite  is  gone  and  lies  fuU  low, 
Hauing  his  Amaryllis  left  to  mone. 
Helpe,  O  ye  sheplieards,  help  ye  all  in  this, 
Helpe  Aviaryllis  this  her  losse  to  mourne  : 
Her  losse  is  yours,  your  losse  Amyntas  is, 
Ajnyntas,  floure  of  shepheards  pride  forlorne, 
He  whilest  he  lined  was  the  noblest  swaine. 
That  euer  piped  in  an  oaten  quill : 
Both  did  he  other,  whicli  could  pipe,  maintainc. 
And  eke  could  pipe  himselfe  with  passing  skill. 
1.5S6.       ^  Thomas  Nashe,   laggardly  replying  in  his  Haue  with  you  ft 
Saffron-walden  to  Gabriel  Harvey,  has  the  following  allusions  to 
»ur  Poet,  evidently  then  dead,  at  the  end  of  that  work. 
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"  To  a  bead-roll  of  learned  men  and  Lords  hee  appeales,  -whether 
he  he  an  Asse  or  710,  in  the  forefront  of  whom,  he  puts  M.  Thomas 
Watson,  thePoet:  A  man  he  was  that  I  dearly  lou'd  and  honor'd,  and 
for  all  things  hath  left  few  his  equalls  in  Etigland,  he  it  was  that  in 
the  company  of  diuers  Gentlemen  one  night  at  supper  at  the  Nags 
head  in  Cheape\  first  told  me  of  his  vanitie,  and  those  Hexameters 
made  of  him 

But  0  what  newes  of  that  good  Gabriell  Haruey 
Knowfie  to  the  world  for  afoole  and  clapt  in  the  Fleet  for  a  Rimer." 
"  He  [Gabriel  Harvey]  raild  vppon  me  vnder  the  name  of  Piers 
Pennilesse,  and  for  a  bribe  that  I  should  not  reply  on  him,  praisd 
me,  and  reckond  me  (at  the  latter  end)  among  the  famous  Schollers 
of  our  time,  as  S.  Philip  Sidney,  M.  Watson,  M.  Spencer,  M. 
Daniell,  whom  he  hartily  tha7ikt,  and  promised  to  etidow  with 
manie  complements  for  so  enriching  our  English  Tongue."  V  2. 
1598.  Francis  Meres,  in  Palladis  Tamia,  refers  four  times  to  Watson. 

" So  also  these  Englishmen  being  Latine  Poets,  Gualter 

Haddon,  Nicholas  Car,  _  Gabriel  Haruey,  Christopher  Ocland, 
Thomas  Newton  with  his  Leyland,  Thomas  Watson,  Thomas 
Campion,  Bru7iswerd  and  Willey,  haue  attained  a  good  report  and 
honorable  aduancement  in  the  Latin  Empyre."— ^/C  280,  a. 

"As  Itsdy  had  Dante,  Boccace,  Petrarch,  Tasso,  Celiano,  and  Ari- 
osto :  so  England  had  Mathew  Roydon,  Thomas  AtcJielow,  Thomas 
Watson,  Thomas  Kid,  Robert  Greene  and  George  Peele."—f  282,  b. 
"These  are  our  best  for  Tragedie Marlow,  Peele,  Wat- 
son, Kid,  Shakespeare,  Drayton,  Chapman,  Decker,  and  Beniamin 
Johnson."— f.  283,  a. 

"As   Theocrittis  in  Greeke,    Virgil  and  Mantuan  in   Latine, 
Sanazar  in    Italian,   and  the  Authour  of  AmyntcB  Gaudia  and 
Walsinghams  Meliboeus  are  the  best  for  pastorall."— ^/i  284,  a. 
1600.         In  another  Poetical  Miscellany,  England's  Helicon,  there  are 
five  poems  by  Watson.     The  .<4wjw/aj  already  given  above.     The 
poems  reprinted  at  pp.  44,  128,  73 :  and  the  following  new  one. 
(r)  The  Nimphes  meeting  their  May  Queene,  enter taine 
her  with  this  Dittie. 
With  fragrant  flowers  we  strew  the  way. 
And  make  this  our  cheefe  holy-day. 
For  though  this  clime  were  blest  of  yore  ; 
Yet  was  it  neuer  proud  before. 

O  beauteous  Queene  of  second  Troy : 
Accept  of  our  vnfayned  ioy. 
Now  th'  Ayre  is  sweeter  than  sweet  Balme, 
And  Satires  daunce  about  the  Palme, 
Now  earth  with  verdure  newly  dight, 
Giues  perfect  signes  of  her  delight. 

O  beauteous  Queene,  &c. 
Nov/  birds  record  new  harmonie. 
And  trees  doo  whistle  melodie, 
Now  euery  thing  that  Nature  breedes, 
Dooth  clad  it  selfe  in  pleasant  weedes. 

O  beauteous  Queene,  &c.        Tho.  Watson. 
See  Mr.  Collier's  Reprint,  /.  57  :  in  Seven  Eng.  Poet.  Misc.  1867. 
1602.  In  another  Poetical  collection,  Davison's  Poetical  Rapsodie  :  ten 

poems  of  the  '^KaTOfJLTradLa  are  quoted  ;  but  nothing  fresh. 
1606.  A  book  of  poetical  quotations,  known  as  Englands  Parnassas  has 

two  dozen  quotations  from  Watson,  all  from  the  'EKarofnraOia. 
We  have  done.  Enough  has  been  adduced  to  show  how  high  Watson 
stood  in  the  estimation  of  his  contemporaries.  Upon  the  darkness  which 
has  since  covered  him  we  will  not  dwell.  May  it  prove  but  a  long  eclipse. 
May  he  be  justified  of  his  works.  May  he  in  future  be  better  known  :  and 
recognized  as  our  SchoUer-Poet  of  Love,  our  English  Petrarch. 
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.'.  It  will  be  seen,  that  three  out  of  the  above  four  works  are  now  re- 
printed for  the  first  time.  When,  at  Professor  Henry  Morley's  suggestion, 
the  present  Reprint  was  determined  upon,  it  was  not  known  that  the  Spenser 
Society's  edition  of  the  first  of  them  was  in  contemplation.  That  edition  has 
appeared  in  the  interval,  and  there  is  but  cne  regret  in  connection  with  it; 
that  the  issue  of  it  should  be  limited  to  the  two  hundred  members  forming 
that  society  :  beyond  which  number  no  copy  can  be  obtained  for  love  or 
Bjoney.     When  will  the  day  of  limited  issues  come  to  an  end  ? 
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IN  THE 

FOUR  WORKS  BY  THOMAS  WATSON,   HERE  REPRINTED. 


LA  TIN, 


Ad  ristiin  faciles  soleo  cantare  Napceas,  . 

Atiamen  6  histo  fncerori parcite  coeli ;  , 

Ccelesies  inter  turtnas,  qttas  ordo  nouenus 
Cum  superis  Diuis  diuinas  incolit  arces 

Dicite  nunc  socij,  si  dicere  fortS  potestis, 

Dum  caelum,  dum  terra  tacet,  vetittisque  silescit, 

Ergd,  si  quid  haies  Cory  don  (quia  te  quoque  vatetn 

Foelices  alij  iuuenes,  quos  blandula  Cypris     . 

Grcecia  permtdtos  peperit  foecunda  poetas. 

Hoc  si  non  sit  amor,  quod persentisco,  quid  ergo  est. 
Hue  ades  O  Nerei  nunquatn  nisi  vera  canentis 

lamque  graues  atidi  spirahilis  aura  querelas : 
Jam  satis  est  lacryviis  indultti->n  Tityre :  paitlum 
yam  vidtiis  in  agris  segetes  capita  iticlinate, 
yviprimis  authn  sacram  coneviur  ntcrque, 
jfncipio  :  mecttm  Dijice  hcgete  Cama:7tcB,         , 
Jnfcelix  misero  canitur  dzim  ncenia  versu,     . 
In  syluis,  exuta  suis  iam  q^icelibet  arbos 
Intered  Triton  stridenti  marmo7-a  concha 
Inuidet  (heu)  suynmis pastoribus  improba  Morta. 
ynuitum  taciti  mceroris  prodere /antes 
JsthcEC  mitte  fnihi:  me,  vie  magis  ista  decebiint. 

Libra  die^n  tepid o  non  aquet  sydere  nocti: 
Lucentis porrd  sinuosa  volmnina  cceli, 
Lugeo  iatn  querulus  vitce  tot  lustra peracta. 

Me  sihi  ter  binos  annos  vnumque  subegit 

Nu7tc  miki  cessatum  satis  est :  tu  Tityre pattlum, 

O  Corydon,  Corydon,  noli  perqiiirere  causas 
Omnia  nunc  isticc  spaciosi  Numina  ruris 
O  vidui  ruris  vepres,  viburna,  rzibeta; 

Quales  Oebalij faustissima  luviina /ratres, 

Qidd  sit  amor,  q7iaHsqve,  cupis  me  scire  magistro  ? 

Quis  presso  vacuam  tellurem  Jindet  aratro, 

Serpe  meis  olim  placuit  tua  stridula  canna    . 
Sin  maiora  precor  quam  sit  mortalibus  eequum, 
Solemur  Dryadem,  nimio  qucB  victa  dolore, 

TnntcE7ie  insidunt  animis  coelestibus  ires, 
Te  per  ego  triiias  Charites,  liilaresque  Napceas, 
Tityre,  iam  quoniam  prati per  amcena  vireta 
Tu  recte  Corydon  ad  nostras  rura  q7terelas 
Tu  verd  Celebris  nymphae  Cretensis  alumne, 

Vltima  vtobiliian  spJiceraruTn,  sed  mihi prima, 
Vade,  p7-ecor,  timidus  patrium  mittende  per  oi-bem, 


C.  Downfall. 
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ENGLISH. 

About  the  well  which  frommine  eies  did  flow, 

^£-i'^<?M  lost  in  middle  of  his  sport 

Alas  deere  Titus  mine,  my  auncient  frend, 

All  yee,  that  greeue  to  thinke  my  death  so  neere, 

All  yee  that  loue  compare  your  paines  with  mine, 

Although  the  droppes,  which  chaung'd  Actceotis  shape 

Amongst  the  Idle  toyes  that  tosse  my  brayne, 

And  was  not  Astrophill  in  flowring  prime. 

Are  wheeling  orbs  so  full  of  foule  despight, 

At  last,  though  late,  farewell  olde  wellada ;     . 

A  world  of  woes  doth  raigne  within  my  brest. 

Aye  me  that  loue  wants  power  to  pierce  the  hart, 

Blame  me  not  deere  loue  though  I  talke  at  randon. 
Behold  deare  Mistres  how  each  pleasant  greene, 
But  Tityrus  inough,  leaue  of  a  while  : 
By  syluane  nymphs,  and  louely  Graces  three, 

Castor  and  Pollux,  Loedaes  louelie  twins, 

Come  gentle  Death  ;  who  cals  ?  one  thats  opprest : 

Cupid,  where  is  thy  golden  quiuer  nowe  ? 

Diana  and  her  nimphs  in  siluane  brooke, 
Diana,  since  Hippolytus  is  deade. 

Each  Creature  ioyes  Appollos  happie  sight,     . 

Each  thought  I  thinke  is  frend  to  her  I  Loue  ;  _ 

Each  tree  did  boast  the  wished  spring  times  pride, 

Esclepiad  did  cure  with  trumpets  sounde 

Fast  flowing  teares  from  watery  eies  abounding. 

Fortune  forwearied  with  my  bitter  mone, 

Goe  Idle  lines  vnpolisht  rude  and  base, 

Hand,  hart  and  eie,  tucht  thought  and  did  behold, 
Harke  wanton  youthes,  whome  Beazvtie  maketh  bllndc, 
Harke  you  that  list  to  heare  what  sainte  I  serue  : 
Heere  end  my  sorrow,  no  here  my  sorrow  springeth, 
Hopeles  and  helpeles  too,  poore  loue  amated, 

I  curse  the  time,  wherein  these  lips  of  mine     . 

I  ioy  not  peace,  where  yet  no  wane  is  found  ; 

I  long  maintayned  warre  gainst  Reasons  rule, 

I  meruaile  I,  why  poets  heretofore, 

I  now  beginne  :  Apollo  guide  my  sounde, 

I  Rue  to  thinke  vpon  the  dismall  day 

I  saw  the  obiect  of  my  pining  thought,  _    . 

I  wrote  vppon  there  sides  to  eke  their  plaining, 

If  Citpid  were  a  childe,  as  Poets  faine. 

If  grauer  headdes  shall  count  it  ouerlight, 

\iIoue  himselfe  be  subiect  vnto  Loue 

\i  Loue  had  lost  his  shaftes,  and  loue  downe  threw 

If  Tifyjis  wretched  wight  beheld  my  paines,    . 

If 't  bee  not  loue  I  feele,  what  is  it  then  ? 

Imperious  loue  who  in  the  prime  of  youth, 

In  all  this  world  I  thinke  none  lou's  but  I. 

In  Clowdes  she  shines  and  so  obscurely  shineth. 

In  prime  of  youthly  yeares  as  then  not  wounded. 

In  secrete  seate  and  centre  of  my  hearte. 

In  that  I  thirst  for  such  a  Goddesse  grace 

In  T/ietis  lappe,  while  Titaii  tooke  his  rest,    . 

In  time  long  past,  when  in  Dianaes  chase 

Id  time  the  Bull  is  brought  to  weare  the  yoake ; 


Peele. 
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It  pleasd  my  Mistris  once  to  take  the  aire, 

It's  seldome  scene  that  Merzte  hath  his  due,   .  .      M.  Roydon. 

Like  as  the  sillie  Bird  zmids  the  nighl. 
Long  haue  I  sued  to  fortune  death  and  loue. 
Long  haue  I  swome  against  the  wished  wane. 
Long  time  I  fought,  and  fiercely  waged  warre, 
Loue  hath  dehght  in  sweete  delicious  fare ; 
Loue  hath  two  shaftes,  the  one  of  beaten  gold, 
Loue  is  a  sowr  delight;  a  sugred  greefe ; 

Many  haue  liu'd  in  countreys  farre  and  ny, 
Myne  eyes  dye  first,  which  la'-t  enioyed  life, 
My  gentle  birde,  which  sung  so  sweete  of  late, 
My  hart  accus'd  mine  eies  and  was  offended. 
My  hart  impos'd  this  penance  on  mine  eies. 
My  harte  is  sett  him  downe  twixt  hope  and  feares 
My  heedelesse  hart  which  Lojie  yet  neuer  knew. 
My  humble  sute  hath  set  my  minde  on  pride. 
My  ioyes  are  donne,  my  comfort  quite  dismay'd. 
My  little  booke  goe  hye  thee  hence  away. 
My  loue  more  bright  than  Cinthias  horned  head, 
My  loue  is  past,  woe  v/oorth  the  day  and  fwujr, 
My  Mistres  seeing  her  faire  counterfet 
My  waterie  eies  let  fall  no  trickling  teares, 

Not  she,  whom  lone  transported  into  Crete  \    . 
Now  Aire,  and  what  thy  circuites  doe  containe. 
Now  Corydon  (for  eurie  shepheard  swaine 
Now  Loue  triumphed  hauing  got  the  day, 
Now  MelibcKus  in  comparelesse  place, 
Nowe  Mtisicke  hide  thy  face  or  blush  for  shame, 
Nowe  tell  me  shephards  all,  and  fellow  swaynes, 
Nowe  Tityrus,  since  wee  at  ease  are  lade, 

O  all  that  all  the  Vtiiuers  containes      .  , 

Oceanus  not  long  agoe  decreed  .  , 

O  Corydon  forbeare  by  deepe  inquire  . 

Oft  haue  I  raild  against  loue  many  waies, 
O  goulden  bird  and  Phenix  of  our  age, 
O  happy  men  that  finde  no  lacke  in  Lone ; 
O  let  me  interrupt  thee  yet  once  more, 
O  thou  that  rulest  in  Rajfznis  golden  gate, 
O  Tityms  thy  plaint  is  ouerlong. 
Our  Melibaeus  lius  where  Seraphins 
O  what  a  life  is  it  that  Louers  ioy, 
O  would  my  loue  although  too  late  lament  mee, 

Pheltts  dehghtes  to  view  his  Lawrel  Tree ;     . 

Resolu'd  to  dust  intomb'd  heere  lieth  Loue,     . 

Shee  smild  to  see  her  sonne  in  such  a  rage. 

So  great  a  Light  hath  set  my  mind  on  fire, 

Some  aske  me,  when,  and  howe  my  loue  begunne; 

Some  say  that  women  loue  for  to  be  praised,    . 

Some  that  reporte  great  Alexanders  life, 

Speake  gentle  heart,  where  is  thy  dwelling  place  ? 

Still  let  me  Hue  forlorne  and  die  disdained, 

Sweete  liberty  restores  my  woonted  ioy, 

Sweete  Venus  if  as  nowe  thou  stand  my  friende. 

Such  is  the  Saint,  whom  I  on  earth  adore. 

Taking  a  truce  with  teares  sweete  pleasures  foe, 

That  Second  Sunne,  whose  beames  haue  dimd  my  sight, 
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That  thing,  wherein  mine  eyes  haue  most  delight, 
T  he  banke  whereon  I  leand  my  restles  head, 
The  common  ioye,  the  cheere  of  companie,     . 
The  Harpye  birdes,  that  did  in  such  despight 
The  haua:htie  Mgle  Blrde,  of  Birdes  the  best, 
The  hunted  Hare  sometime  doth  leaue  the  Hound, 
The  Marigold  so  Ukes  the  louely  Sunne, 
The  Muses  not  long  since  intrapping  Loue      . 
The  priuate  place  which  I  did  choose  to  waile. 
The  ^rt/<i:w««rfi?r  Hues  in  fire  and  flame, 
The  souldiar  worne  with  warres,  delightes  in  peace; 
The  Starr's,  which  did  at  Petrarch's  byrthday  raigne, 
The  tender  buds  whom  cold  hath  long  kept  in. 
Then  from  her  fled  my  hart  in  sorrow  wrapped. 
Then  on  the  sodaine  fast  away  he  fled, 
Then  thus  (though  loath)  as  griefe  will  suffer  me. 
There  is  a  monstrous  hill  in  Sicill  soyle. 
This  latter  night  amidst  my  troubled  rest      _  . 
Those  whose  kind  harts  sweet  pittie  did  attaint. 
Thou  foolish  God  the  Author  of  my  griefe. 
Though  somewhat  late,  at  last  I  found  the  way 
Thou  glasse,  wherein  my  Dame  hath  such  delight. 
Thou  Glasse,  wherein  that  Sunne  delightes  to  see 
Tho  taking  in  her  lap  the  God  of  loue, 
Tho  with  a  showre  of  teares  I  entertained, 
Thy  booke  beginning  sweete  and  ending  sowre. 
Thy  tunes  haue  often  pleas'd  mine  eare  of  yoare. 
Time  wasteth  yeeres,  and  month's,  and  howr's : 

Vnhappy  is  the  wight,  thats  voide  oi  Loue, 

Was  euer  man,  whose  Loue  was  like  to  mine  ? 
Well  fare  the  life  sometimes  I  ledde  ere  this,  . 
Were  words  dissolued  to  sighs,  sighs  into  teares. 
What  ayles  poor  Venus  nowe  to  sit  alone, 
Vhat  happie  howre  was  that  I  lately  past     _  . 
What  scowling  cloudes  haue  overcast  the  skie, 
What  though  Leander  swamme  in  darksome  night, 
When  as  I  marke  the  ioy  of  euery  wight. 
When  Cupid  is  content  to  keepe  the  skies,     _ . 
When  first  mine  eyes  were  blinded  with  Desire, 
When  first  these  eyes  beheld  with  great  delight 
When  Maye  is  in  his  prime,  and  youthful!  spring 
When  neither  sighs  nor  sorrowes  were  offeree 
When  Priarns  sonne  in  midst  of  Ida  plaine     . 
When  werte  thou  borne  sweet  Loue  ?  who  was  thy  sire  1 
Where  heate  of  loue  doth  once  possesse  the  heart, 
Where  may  I  now  my  carefuU  corps  conuay, 
Where  tender  Loue  had  laide  him  downe  to  sleepe. 
While  others  feede,  my  fancy  makes  me  fast ; 
Who  can  recount  the  vertues  of  my  deare. 
Who  knoweth  not,  how  often  Venus  sonne 
Who  list  to  vewe  dame  Natures  cunning  skil, 
Who  taught  thee  first  to  sigh  Aiasse  sweet  heart  ? 
Why  hue  I  wretch  and  see  my  ioyes  decay,     . 

Ye  captiue  soules  of  blindefold  Cyprians  boate 
Yee  seaimfold flames,  whose  euer-circling  fires 
Ye  stately  Daines,  whose  beauties  farre  excell, 
Yet  glorious  heauns,  6  pardon  my  blaspheme, 
Yf  Poets  haue  done  well  in  times  long  past,  . 
You  sacred  Nymphcs,  Apolloes  sisters  faire,  . 
Youth  made  a  fault  through  lightnes  of  Beleefe, 


BUCKE, 


ACHELEY, 


C.  DOWNHALI. 


To  the   Right   Honorable  my 

very  good  Lord  Edward  de  Vere,  Earle 

of  Oxenford,    Vicount    Bulbecke,    Lord 

of  Efcales^  aud  Badlefmere,  and  Lord  High 

Chamberlaine  of  Efiglafid,  all 

happineffe. 

'liCxander  f/ie  Great,  pafsing  on  a  time  by  the 
workeJJwp  of  Apelles,  amouslie  furueyed 
fo77ie  of  his  doifiges :  whofe  long  flay  in 
viewing  them,  brought  all  the  people  into 
fo  great  a  good  liking  of  the  painters  worke- 
ma7ijJiip,  that  immediatelie  after,  they  bought  vp  all  his 
pidures,  what  price  foeuer  he  fet  them  at. 

And  the  like  good  happe,  (Right  Honorable,)  befelvnta 
mee  latelie,  concerning  thefe  my  Loiie  Pafsions,  which  then 
chaunced  to  Apelles,  y»r  his  Portraites.  For  fence  the 
world  hath  vnderflood,  (I  know  not  how)  that  your 
Honor  had  zvillinglie  voutchfafed  the  acceptance  of  this 
worke,  and  at  conuenie?it  leifures  fajiourablie  perufed  it^ 
being  as  yet  but  in  written  hand,  many  haue  oftentimes 
and  earneflly  called  vpon  mee,  to  put  it  to  the  preffe^ 
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that  for  their  mo7iy  they  might  hut  fee,  what  your  Lord- 
ffiip  ivith  fome  liki?ig  had  alreadie  perufed.  Ajtd  there- 
withallfome  of  them  faid  (either  to  yeeld  your  Honou? 
his  due  pray fe,  for  foimdues  of  iudgement ;  or  to  pleafe 
me,  of  whome  long  fmce  they  had  conceiued  well)  that 
Alexander  would  like  of  710  lifies,  but  fuch  as  were 
drawen  by  the  cunning  hand,  a?td  with  the  curious  penfill 
of  Apelles.  Which  I  fet  not  doimie  here  to  that  cfid, 
that  I  would  cofiferre  my  Poemes  with  Apelles  Portraites 
for  worthineffe]  albeit  IfitHe  compare  your  Honors  perfon 
with  Alexanders,  for  excellencie.  But  how  boldfoeuer  I 
haue  bene,  in  turning  out  this  my  pettie  poore  flocke  vpon 
the  open  Co7nmon  of  the  wide  world,  where  euerie  man 
may  behold  their  naked7ieffe,  1  humbly  make  request,  that 
if  any  florme  fall  V7ilooked  for  (by  the  fault  of  7nalicious 
high  foreheads,  or  the  poyfon  of  euill  edged  tongues)  thefe 
my  little  ones  mayefliro7vde  the7n  felues  vnder  the  broad 
leafed  Platane  of  your  Honours  patro7iage.  A7id  thus  at 
this  prefe7it,  I  hiwibly  take  7?iy  leaue ;  hit  first  wifliing 
the  continuall  e7icreafe  of  your  Lordfliips  ho7iour,  with 
abundance  of  true  Friends,  reconciliation  of  all  Foes,  a7id 
what  good  foeuer  te7ideth  v7ito  perfe^  happi7ies. 

Your  Lordfliips  humbly  at  commaund 
Tho77ias  VVatfo7t, 


To  the  fre7idly  Reader. 


Ourteous  Reader,  if  anie  thing  herein  either 
pleafe  or  profitte  thee,  afForde  me  thy 
good  worde  in  recompence  of  my  paines : 
if  ought  offend  or  hurt  thee,  I  defire  that 
thou  forget  the  one,  and  forgiue  the  other. 
This  toye  being  hked,  the  next  may  prooue 
better ;  being  difcouraged,  wil  cut  of  the 
Hkehehood  of  my  trauaile  to  come.  But 
by  that  meanes  all  will  be  well,  and  both  parties  pleafed. 
For  neither  fhall  I  repent  my  labour  in  the  like,  nor 
thou  be  anie  more  troubled  with  my  faultes  or  foUies. 
Yet  for  this  once  I  hope  that  thou  wilt  in  refpe6l  of 
my  trauaile  in  penning  thefe  louepafsions,  or  for  pitie 
of  my  paines  in  fufifering  them  (although  but  fuppofed) 
fo  furuey  the  faultes  herein  efcaped,  as  eyther  to  winke 
at  them,  as  ouerfightes  of  a  blinde  Louer;  or  to  excufe 
them,  as  idle  toyes  proceedinge  from  a  youngling 
frenzie  ;  or  lafllie,  to  defend  them,  by  faying,  it  is 
nothing  Prceter  decorum  for  a  maiemed  man  to  halt  in 
his  pafe,  where  his  wound  enforceth  him,  or  for  a  Poete 
to  falter  in  his  Poeme,  when  his  matter  requireth  it. 
Ho7iier  in  mentioning  the  fwdftnes  of  the  winde,  maketh 
his  verfe  to  runne  in  pofLhafle  all  vpon  Da^ilus  :  and 
Virgin  m  exprefsing  the  fLriking  downe  of  an  oxe,  letteth 
the  end  of  his  hexameter  fall  wiihdiW,  Frocujnbit  /mmi  bos. 
Therefore  if  I  roughhewed  my  verfe,  where  my  fenfe 
was  vnfetled,  whether  through  the  nature  of  the  pafsion, 
which  I  felt,  or  by  rule  of  art,  which  I  had  learned, 
it  may  feeme  a  happie  fault ;  or  if  it  were  fo  framed 
by  counfell,  thou  mayefl  t'-^inke  it  well  donne :  if  by 
chaunce,  happelie. 
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Yet  write  I  not  this  to  excufe  my  felfe  of  fuch  errours, 
as  are  efcaped  eyther  by  dotage,  or  ignorance :  but 
thofe  I  referre  to  thy  gentle  curtifie  and  fauourable 
conflm6lion,  or  lay  manie  of  them  vpon  the  Printers 
necke,  whom  I  would  blame  by  his  owne  preffe,  if  he 
would  fuffer  me. 

As  for  any  Ariflarchus,  Momus,  or  Zoilus,  if  they 
pinch  me  more  then  is  reafonable,  thou  courteous 
Reader,  which  arte  of  a  better  difpofition,  fhalt  rebuke 
them  in  my  behalfe  ;  faying  to  the  fii-fl,  that  mybirdes 
are  al  of  mine  own  hatching,  and  that  my  onelie  ouer- 
much  hafl  made  Sol  angrie  in  theire  Birthday ;  to  the 
fecond,  that  although  Veims  be  in  my  verfe,  yet  her 
flipper  is  left  out ;  to  the  lafl  and  worft,  that  I  rather 
take  vpon  me  to  write  better  then  Cheer ihis,  than  once 
fuppofe  to  imitate  Homer. 

I  am  ouer  long,  as  well  for  the  feare  I  had  to  be 
bitten  by  fuch  as  are  captious,  as  for  the  defire  I  haue 
to  pleafe  thee  that  art  frendlie.  But  fmce  I  now  wel 
remember  me,  that  nothing  is  more  eaflie  let  flowne, 
nothing  foner  difperfed,  nothing  later  recalled  backe 
againe,  then  the  bitter  blafl  of  an  euill  fpoaken  man, 
and  that  he,  whome  it  fhall  hurt,  had  no  recure  but  by 
patience ;  I  will  fet  it  behinde  my  heele,  as  a  hurt 
remedilefle,  or  els,  when  it  comes,  falue  it  vp  with 
patience. 

In  the  meane  fpace  (curteous  Reader)  I  once  againe 
craue  the*  fauourable  iudgement :  and  fo,  for  breuitie 
fake,  abruptlie  make  an  end ;  committing  the  to  God, 
and  my  worke  to  thy  fauour. 

Thine,  as  thou  art  his^ 
Thomas  Watfon. 


John  Lyly  to  the  Authour  his  friend. 

Y good  friend,  Ihaue  read  yournewpafsiom^ 
and  they  haue  renewed  mine  old pleafures^ 
the  which  brought  to  me  no  leffe  delight^ 
then  they  haiie  done  toyonrfelfe  commenda- 
tions. And  certes  had  not  ofie  of  mine  eies 
about  ferious  affaires  beene  watchfully  both 
by  being  too  too  bufie  had  beene  wanton :  fuch 
is  the  natui'e  of  persuadi?ig  pleafure,  that  it  melteth  the 
marrowe  before  it  fcorch  thejkin,  and  bur  net h  before  it 
warmeth:  Not  vnlike  vnto  the  oyle  of  leatj  which  rotteth 
the  bone  ajid  neuer  ranckleth  the  flefJi,  or  the  Scarab  flies ^ 
which  enter  into  the  roote  a?id  fieuer  touch  the  ri7ide. 

And  whereas  you  defire  to  haue  my  opinion,  you  may 
imagine  that  my  flomake  is  rather  cloyed,  then  quefie,  and 
therfore  mine  appetite  of  leffe  force  then  7nine  affe^ion, 
fearing  rather  a  furfet  offweetenes,  then  defiring  afatif- 
fyijtg.  The  repeating  of  Loue,  wrought  in  me  a  remem- 
brance of  liking,  but  ferching  the  very  vaines  of  my  heart e, 
I  could  fijide  nothing  but  a  broad  fcarre,  where  I  left  a 
deepewounde:  and  loofeflringes,  w/iere  I  tyed  hard  knots: 
and  a  table  offleele,  where  1  fratned  a  plot  of  wax. 

Whereby  I  noted  that  young  fwannes  are  grey,  and  the 
olde  white,  yoimg  trees  teiider,  and  the  old  tough,  young 
me7i  amorous,  ajid  growifig  in  yeeres,  either  wifer  or 
warier.  The  Cor  all  in  the  water  is  afoft  weede,  on  the 
landahardflone:  afwordefrieth  in  thefirelikeablacke  ele^ 
but  layd  in  earth  like  white  fnowe :  the  heart  in  loue  is  al- 
together pafsionate,  but freefrom  defire,  altogether  carelefse. 
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But  it  is  not  ??iy  i?iient  to  i?itteigh  agai?t/t  loue^  which 
women  account  but  a  bare  word,  and  that  men  reuere?ice 
as  the  bejl  God :  onely  this  I  would  add  without  offence 
to  Gentlewomen^  that  were  not  7nen  more  fuperjlicious  in 
their  praifes,  then  women  are  conjlant  in  their  pafsiofis : 
Lone  would  either  JJiortly  be  w  or  fie  out  ofvfe,  or  men  out 
of  loue^  or  women  out  of  light?ies.  I  can  condemne  none 
but  by  coTiieBure,  nor  co7nme?id  any  but  by  lyings  yd 
fufpicion  is  as  free  as  thought,  and  as  fari-e  as  I  fee  as 
necef/ary,  as  credulitie. 

Touchiiig your  MiflresI  muff  needes  thinke  well,  feeing 
you  haue  written  fo  well,  but  as  falfe  glaffes  ffiewe  the 
faireff  faces,  fo  fine  glofes  amend  the  baddeff  fancies. 
Apelles  painted  the  Fhenix  by  hear ef ay  not  by  fight,  afid 
Lyfippus  engraued  Vulcan  with  a  freight  legge,  whome 
nature  framed  with  a  poult  foote,  which  proueth  men  to 
be  of  greater  affection  their  iudgement.  But  in  that  fo 
aptly  you  haue  varied  vppon  women,  I  zvill  not  vary 
from  you,  fo  confeffe  I  muff,  afid  if  I  ffiould  not,  yet 
mought  I  be  compelled,  thai  to  Loue  were  the  fweeteff  thing 
in  the  earth :  If  women  were  the  faithfulleff,  and  that 
women  would  be  more  conffant  if  men  were  more  wife. 

A?id  feeijig  you  haue  vfed  mee  fo  friendly,  as  to  make 
me  acquainted  with  your  pafsions,  I  will  ffiortly  make 
you  pryuie  to  mine,  which  I  woulde  be  loth  the  printer 
Jhoulde  fee,  for  that  my  fancies  being  neuer  fo  crooked  he 
would  put  them  in  ffr eight  lilies,  viifit  for  my  htwior, 
neceffariefor  his  art,  who  fetteth  downe,  blinde,  in  as 
many  letters  as  feeijig. 

Farewell. 


Authoris  ad  Libellum 
f^mm  Protrepticon, 

Ade,precor,  timiduspafrium  mittendeper  orbem^ 

Nee  nugas  iadla  parue  libelle  tuas. 
Si  quis  Ariflarchus  mordaci  iceferit  ore, 

Culpariim  caufas  ingeniofus  hahe. 
Si  rogat,  vnde  venis,  die  tu  de pauper e  Vena, 
Non  amUre  tuas  laureaferta  conias. 
Sique  rogat,  verbis  quis  adauxit  metra  fohctiSy 

Ex  animo  nomen  die  eeeidiffe  tibi. 
Forfitan  intrabis  nojirce  facraria  DiucB, 

Quam  colit  in  medijs  imdta  Diajia  rofis^ 
Quce  Cybele  eoeli  nojlri ;  qtm  gloria  regni 

Vniea:  quceque  fui  foia  Sybillafoli; 
Quce  vatum  lima  ejl ;  quce  do^is  do^ior  ipfa; 

Iimo  opibus,  Pallas  7?ioribus,  ore  Venus ; 
Quce  fuperat  Reges,  quantwn  querceta  myricas  ; 

Qua7n  recinat  Fanice  buccina  nulla  fatisy 
Ilia  tuos  fan^o  Ji  Jpe^et  luniine  rithmos^ 

O  quantum  gemino  Sole  beatus  eris  ? 
Tufedjlratus  humi,  fupplex  aniple^ere plantas. 
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Cuitis  erit  vili  ponder e  loefa  manus. 
Bictamen^  hie  moneo,  n'efperes  tantafutura; 

Attica  non  auris  miirmura  vana  probat. 
Hie  quoqiie  feu  fubeas  Sydnesi,  fine  Dyeri 

Serinia^  qua  Miifis  area  bina  patet; 
Die  te  Xeniolum  7ion  diuitis  effe  clie?itis,     . 

Confe^iim  Dryadis  arte,  rudique  manu; 
Et  tamen  exhibitum  Vero,  qui  magna  7neretur 

Virtute  et  vera  nobilitate  fua, 
Inde  ferenato  vultu  te  mitis  vterque 

Ferlegetj  et  nceuos  condet  vterque  tuos, 
Dum  famulus  Verum  comitaris  iji  aurea  tefla, 

OfficiJ  femperfit  tibi  cura  tui, 
Tiini  fortaffe  pijs  Nymphis  dabit  ille  kgendum. 

Cum  de  Cyprigeno  verba  iocofa  ferent. 
Si  qua  tui  nimium  Domini  miferetur  aj7iaiitis, 

Sic  crepitafolijs,  vt  gemuiffe  putet. 
Tetricaft  qua  tamen  blandos  damnauerit  ignes. 

Die  tu,  me7ttito  me  tepuiffefoco  \ 
Tii7nque  refer  tabs,  etfixum  cake  figiUum, 

Qud  Ve7iere77i  te77mis,  filiolumque  fuum. 
Taliter  efficies,  vi  amet  te  ca7idida  turba, 

Foifa7i  et  Autoris  pahna  futura  tui. 
Viue  libelle,  precor,  Domi7io  foelicior  ipfo, 

Quern  fine  de77ierito  fors  i7iopina  premit : 
De7iique,  (ft  vifu7n  fiierit )  die  77i07itis  in  alto 

Pierij  vaamm  tempora  dura  pati. 


A   Quatorzain,    in    the  com- 

mendatmi    of   Mafler    Thomas 

Watfon,  and  of  his  Mi/Ires,  for  whom 

he  wrote  this  Booke  of  Pafsionat 

Son?ietes. 

fHe  flair's,  which  did  at  Petrarch's  Iwrthday  raigne, 
Were  fixt  again  e  at  thy  natiuity, 
Deflening  thee  the  Thiifcaiis  poefie, 
Who  Ikald  the  fkies  in  lofty  Qiiaforzainj 
The  Miifes  gaue  to  thee  thy  fatall  vaine, 

The  very  fame,  that  Fdrarch  had,  whereby 
Madomia  Laures  fame  is  growne  fo  hy, 
And  that  whereby  his  glory  he  did  gaine. 

Thou  hafl  a  Lanre,  whom  well  thou  dofl  commend, 
And  to  her  praife  thy  pafsion  fongs  do  tend ; 
Yee  both  fuch  praife  deferue,  as  naught  can  fmother ; 
In  briefe  with  Petrarch  and  his  Laure  in  grace 
Thou  and  thy  Dame  be  equall,  faue  percafe 
Thou  paH'e  the  one,  and  fhe  excell's  the  other. 

G,  Bucke. 

fTo  the  Aiithour. 
Hy  booke  beginning  fweete  and  ending  fowre, 
Deere  friend,  be^vrayes  thy  falfe  fucceffe  in  loue, 
Where  fmiling  firfl,  thy  ]\Iiflres  failes  to  lowre, 
\Mien  thou  did'fL  hope  her  curtefie  to  proue; 
And  finding  thy  expected  lucke  to  fayle, 
Thou  falfl  from  praife,  and  dofl  begin  to  rayle. 
To  vfe  great  tearmes  in  praife  of  thy  deuife, 
I  thinke  were  vaine  :  therefore  I  leaue  them  out ; 
Content  thee,  that  the  Cenfure  of  the  wife 
Hath  put  that  needeles  quedion  out  of  doubt : 

Yet  howe  I  v/eigh  the  worke  that  thou  hafl  wrought, 
My  iudgement  I  referre  vnto  thy  thought. 
T.  AcMcy 
c 


An  Ode,  written  to  the  Mufes  Concerning 
this  Authour. 


\M^O\i  facred  Nymphes^  Apolloes  fillers  faire, 
Sr^  Daughters  oi  loue,  parentes  of  rare  deuife, 

Why  take  you  no  delight  in  change  of  ayre  ? 
Is  Helicon  your  onely  paradife  ? 

Hath  Brifafi  foyle  no  hill,  no  heath,  no  well, 
No  wood,  no  wit,  wherein  you  lift  to  dwell  ? 
Ladies  voutfafe  with  pacience  once  to  viewe 
Our  liuely  fprings,  high  hills,  and  pleafaunte  fhades, 
And  as  you  like  the  feat  and  countries  hewe, 
Pitche  downe  your  tentes,  and  vfe  your  fporting  trades : 
Hard  hap  it  is,  if  nothing  here  you  finde 
That  you  can  deeme  delightfull  to  your  minde. 
Loe  Waffo?i  prefl  to  enterteine  your  powre 
In  pleafante  fprings  of  flowing  wit,  and  Ikill : 
If  you  efleeme  the  pleafures  of  his  bower. 
Let  Bi'itan  beare  your  fpring,  your  groue  and  hill, 
That  it  hence  foorth  may  of  your  fauour  boafl. 
And  him,  whome  firil  you  heere  voutfafe  for  hoafl. 
C.  Downhalus. 

^^^  Eiufdem  aliud  de  Authore. 

^P^^  Rcecia  per7nultos  peperit  foecimda  poet  as. 
'^^         Quorum  lap/a  diu  fcecula,  fatna  manei, 
Aitfonia  Argolicce  iellus  pojl  cemula  laudis 

Tra?ijiidit  in  Latios  do^um  Helicona  fimi5% 
Acceptam  Latium  tenuit  fouitque  poefin, 

Jnque  dies  Latirus  atigef,  Apollo,  ttias. 
Gallica  Parnafso  ccEpit  ditefcere  lingua, 

Ronfardique  operis  Luxtiriare  nouis. 
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Sola  quia  ifiterea  mdhim  paris  Anglia  vafem  t 

Verfifices  multi,  nemo po'eta  iibi  ejl. 
Scilicet  ijige7iium  mains  fiiit  ha^e?ius  arte: 

For  sail  et  hie  ?nerces  dejit  vtrique  ftia. 
Jngejiio  tandem  prcejians  Wat f onus,  et  arte^ 

Pieridas  doaiit  verba  Britanna  loqui, 
Et  faciles  alijs  aditus  patefecit  ad  artem. 

Quam  multi  cupiunt  fingere^  nemo  refert. 
JJle  tuus  Ictbor  eJl,  Mcrum  ejl  Wat f one,  tuorum; 

Et  tua,  ne  defmt  prcemia,  Laurus  erit. 


VaT/T's  feldome  feene  that  Merite  hath  his  due, 
(^  Or  els  Dezerte  to  find  his  iufl  defire  : 

For  nowe  Reproof e  with  his  defacing  crewe 
Treades  vnderfoote  that  rightly  fliould  afpyre  : 
Milde  Indujlrie  difcourag'd  hides  his  face, 
And  fhuns  the  light,  in  feare  to  meete  Dif^race. 
Seld  feene  faid  I  (yet  alwaies  feene  with  forae) 
That  Merite  gains  good  will,  a  golden  hyre, 
With  whome  Reproof e  is  caft  afide  for  fcumme ; 
„   That  growes  apace  that  vertue  helps  t'  afpire ; 
And  Induftrie  well  chearifh't  to  his  face 
In  funfhine  walkes,  in  fpight  of  fowre  Difgrace. 
This  fauour  hath  put  life  into  the  pen, 
That  heere  prefentes  his  firfl  fruite  in  this  kinde : 
He  hopes  acceptance,  friendly  graunte  it  then ; 
Perchaunce  fome  better  worke  doth  flay  behinde. 
My  cenfure  is,  which  reading  you  fhall  fee, 
A  Rythy,  fueete,  and  cunning  poefye. 
M.  Roy  don. 


W:~ 


To  the  Authour. 
pJ^F  grauer  headdes  fliall  count  it  oucrllght, 
To  treate  oi Lone:  fay  thou  to  them:  A Jlalrie 
^~^  Is  hicident  v?ito  the  fine  ft  die. 
And  yet  no  flaine  at  all  it  is  for  thee, 
Thefe  layes  of  Loue^  as  myrth  to  melancholy, 
To  followe  fafl  thy  fad  Ajifigojie^ 
Which  may  beare  out  a  broader  worke  then  this, 
Compyl'd  with  iudgement,  order,  and  with  arte. 
And  fhrowde  thee  vnder  fliadowe  of  his  winges, 
Whofe  gentle  heart,  and  head  with  learning  fraight 
Shall  yeld  thee  gracious  fauour  and  defence. 
G,  Peek. 

A    Ouatorzain    of   the    Au- 

thottr  vnto  this  his  booke 

of  Lotiepafsi- 

ons. 

JlUfr  Y  little  booke  goe  hye  thee  hence  av/ay,    [parte 
J^'i^JL  Whofe  price  (God  know's)  will  countervaile  no 
Of  paines  I  tooke,  to  make  thee  what  thou  arte: 
And  yet  I  ioy  thy  byrth.     But  hence  I  fay, 
Thy  brothers  are  halfe  hurt  by  thy  delaye ; 

For  thou  thy  felfe  arte  like  the  deadly  dart, 

Which  bred  thy  byrth  from  out  my  wounded  hart. 

But  flill  obferue  this  rule  w^here  ere  thou  flaye, 
In  all  thou  mai'ft  tender  thy  fathers  fame, 
„      Bad  is  the  Bird,  that  filet h  his  owne  nejl. 

If  thou  be  much  miflik't.  They  are  to  blame, 
Say  thou,  that  deedes  well  donne  to  euill  wrefl : 

Or  els  confeffe,  A  Toye  to  be  thy  name  ; 
„      This  trifling  world  A  Toye  befeemeth  beR. 


37 


The  Author  in  this  Pafsion  taketh  but  occafion  to  open  his  eflate 
in  loue  ;  the  miferable  accidentes  whereof  are  fufficiently 
defcribed  hereafter  in  the  copious  varietie  of  his  deuifes  :  and 
whereas  in  this  Sonnet  lie  feemeth  one  while  to  defpaire,  and  yet 
by  and  by  after  to  haue  fome  hope  of  good  fucceffe,  the  con- 
trarietie  ought  not  to  offend,  if  the  nature  and  true  qualitie 
of  a  loue  pafsion  bee  well  confidered.  And  where  he  mention- 
eth  that  once  hee  fcorned  loue,  hee  alludeth  to  a  peece  of  worke, 
^vhiche  he  wrote  long  fince,  De Remcdio  Ariioris,  which  he  hath 
lately  perfedled,  to  the  good  likinge  of  many  that  haue  feene 
and  perufed  it,  though  not  fully  to  his  owne  fancy,  which  caufeth 
him  as  yet  to  kepe  it  backe  from  the  printe. 


WEll  fare  the  life  fometlmes  I  ledde  ere  this, 
^^  When  yet  no  downy  heare  yclad  my  face  : 
My  heart  deuoyde  of  cares  did  bath  in  bliffe, 
My  thoughts  were  free  in  euery  time  and  place 
But  now  (alas)  all's  fowle,  which  then  was  faire, 
My  wonted  ioyes  are  turning  to  defpaire. 
Where  then  I  liu'd  without  controule  or  checke, 
An  other  now  is  miflris  of  my  minde, 
Cupid  hath  clapt  a  yoake  vpon  my  necke, 
Vnder  whofe  waighte  I  Hue  in  feruile  kinde  : 
I  now  cry  creak e,  that  ere  I  fcorned  loue, 
Whofe  might  is  more  then  other  Gods  aboue. 
I  haue  affaide  by  labour  to  efchewe 
What  fancy  buildes  vpon  a  loue  conceite, 
But  neartheleffe  my  thought  reuiues  anew, 
Where  in  fond  loue  is  wrapt,  and  workes  deceite : 
Some  comfort  yet  I  haue  to  Hue  her  thrall, 
In  whome  as  yet  I  find  no  fault  at  all. 
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In  this  pafsion  the  Author  defcribeth  in  how  pitious  a  cafe 
the  hart  of  a  louer  is,  being  (as  he  fayneth  heere)  feperated 
from  his  owne  body,  and  remoued  into  a  darkfome  and 
folitarie  wildernes  of  woes.  The  conueyance  of  his  inuention 
is  plaine  and  pleafant  enough  of  it  felfe,  and  therefore  need- 
eth  the  leffe  annotation  before  it. 


Y  harte  is  fett  him  downe  twixt  hope  and  feares 
^^  Vpon  the  flonie  banke  of  high  defire, 

To  view  his  own  made  flud  of  blubbering  teares 
Whofe  wanes  are  bitter  fait,  and  hote  as  fire : 
There  blowes  no  blafl  of  wind  but  ghoflly  grones 
Nor  wanes  make  other  noyfe  then  pitious  moanes 
As  life  were  fpent  he  waiteth  Charons  boate, 
And  thlnkes  he  dwells  on  fide  of  Stlgian  lake  : 
But  blacke  defpaire  fome  times  with  open  throate, 
Or  fpightfull  leloufie  doth  caufe  him  quake, 

With  howlinge  fhrikes  on  him  they  call  and  crie 
That  he  as  yet  fhall  nether  liue  nor  die  : 
Thus  voyde  of  helpe  he  fittes  in  heauie  cafe, 
And  wanteth  voyce  to  make  his  iufl  complaint. 
No  flowr  but  Hiacy7ith  in  all  the  place, 
No  funne  comes  there,  nor  any  heau'nly  fainte. 
But  onely  fhee,  which  in  him  felfe  remaines. 
And  ioyes  her  eafe  though  he  abound  in  paines. 
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This  pafsion  is  all  framed  in  manner  of  a  dialogue,  wherein 
the  Author  talketh  with  his  owne  heart,  beeing  nowe  through 
the  commandement  and  force  of  loue  feparated  from  his 
bodie  miraculouflie,  and  againft  nature,  to  follow  his  miflres, 
in  hope,  by  long  attendance  vpon  her,  to  purchafe  in  the  end 
her  loue  and  fauour,  and  by  that  meanes  to  make  him  felfe 
all  one  with  her  owne  heart. 


i^Peake  gentle  heart,  where  is  thy  dwelling  place  ? 
^^With  her,  whofe  birth  the  heauens  themfelues  haue 
bleft. 
What  dofl  thou  there  ?     Somtimes  behold  her  face, 
And  lodge  fometimes  within  her  criflall  brefl : 
She  cold,  thou  hot,  how  can  you  then  agree  ? 
Not  nature  now,  but  loue  doth  gouerne  me. 
With  her  wilt  thou  remaine,  and  let  mee  die  ? 
If  I  return e,  wee  both  Ihall  die  for  griefe : 
If  flill  thou  ftaye,  what  good  fhall  growe  thereby  ? 
He  moue  her  heart  to  purchafe  thy  reHefe  : 

What  if  her  heart  be  hard,  and  flop  his  eares  ? 
He  figh  aloud,  and  make  him  foft  with  teares : 
If  that  preuaile,  wilte  thou  returne  from  thence  ? 
Not  I  alone,  her  heart  fhall  come  with  mee  : 
Then  will  you  both  Hue  vnder  my  defence  ? 
So  long  as  life  will  let  vs  both  agree : 

Why  then  difpaire,  goe  packe  thee  hence  away, 
I  Hue  in  hope  to  haue  a  golden  dale. 


46  i  I  I  1. 


The  chiefe  grouncle  and  matter  of  this  Sonnet  flandeth  vppon 
the  rehearfall  of  fuch  thinges  as  by  reporte  of  the  Poets,  are 
dedicated  vnto  Venus,  whereof  the  Authour  fometime  wrote 
thefe  three  Latine  verfes, 

Mojts  Erycititis,  Acidalius  fans,  alba  columba, 
Jlefperus,  ora  Pathos,  Rofa,  Myrtus,  et  i7ijula  Cyprus^ 
Idalm77ique  nemns  ;  Veneri  hcccfimi  07nnia  facra. 
^nd  Forcatuliis  the  French  Poet  wrote  vppon  the  fame  parti- 
culars, but  more  at  large,  he  bcginneth  thus, 
Jljl  arbor  Veneri  Myrtus  graiifsima,  Jlores 

Tarn  Rofa,  qiiam  volucres  alba  columba  pj-ceit. 
Igniferjim  cceliproe  ainc^is  diligit  ajlris 

HefperoHy  Idaliiun  fmpl  adit  vita  nemus.  etc. 


/'(Weete  Venus  if  as  nowe  thou  fland  my  friende, 


\^\  As  once  thou  didfl  vnto  Kinge  ^Prianis  fonne, 
My  ioyfull  mufe  fhall  neuer  make  an  end 
Of  praifmg  thee,  and  all  that  thou  haft  done  : 
Nor  this  my  penne  fhall  euer  ceafe  to  write 
Of  ought,  wherin  fweete  Ve?ius  takes  delite. 

My  temples  hedged  in  with  Myrtle  bowes 

Shall  fet  afide  Apolloes  Laivrell  tree, 

As  did  ^Anchifes  fonne,  when  both  his  browes 

With  Myrtle  hee  befet,  to  honour  thee  : 

Then  will  I  fay,  the  Rofe  of  flowres  is  befl. 
And  filuer  Dooues  for  birdes  excell  the  reft. 

He  praife  no  flarre  but  Hefperus  alone, 

Nor  any  hill  but  Erycinus  mounte, 

Nor  any  woodde  but  Idaly  alone, 

Nor  any  fpring  but  Acidalian  founte, 

Nor  any  land  but  onely  Cyprus  flioare, 

Nor  Gods  but  Loue,  and  v/hat  would  Venus  more? 

1  Paris.  '  Materna  rcdimitus  tempora  ]\Iirto.  Virg. 
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All  this  Pafsion  (two  vei-fes  only  excepted)  is  wholly  tranflated 
out  of  Petrarch,  where  he  writeth, 

^  ai7ior  11071  e,  che  dtinqiie  e  quel  cJCi  fento  ?       Part  prima ) 

Afa  s'egU  i  amor,  per  Dio  che  cofa,  e  quale  ?       Sonnet  103.  j 

Se  htiona,  ond'i  Veffetto  ofpro  e  mortale  ? 

Se  ria,  ond^ifi  dolce  ogiii  tormeiito  ? 
Heerein  certaine  contrarieties,  whiche  are  incident  to  him 
that  loueth  extreemelye,  are  liuely  exprefled  by  a  Metaphore. 
And  it  may  be  noted,  that  the  Author  in  his  fii-ft  halfe  veiie  of 
this  tranflalion  varieth  from  that  fenfe,  v/hich  Chawcer  vfeth 
in  tranflating  the  felfe  fame :  which  he  doth  vpon  no 
other  wan-ant  then  his  owne  fmiple  priuate  opinion,  which 
yet  he  will  not  greatly  fland  vpon. 


wF't  bee  not  loue  I  feele,  what  is  it  then? 
(^^  If  loue  it  bee,  what  kind  a  thing  is  loue  ? 
If  good,  how  chance  he  hurtes  fo  many  men  ? 
If  badd,  how  happ's  that  none  his  hurtes  difproue  ? 
If  willingly  I  burne,  how  chance  I  waile  ? 
If  gainft  my  will,  what  forrow  will  auaile  ? 
O  Huefome  death,  O  fweete  and  pleafant  ill, 
Againfl  my  minde  how  can  thy  might  preuaile  ? 
If  I  bend  backe,  and  but  refraine  my  will. 
If  I  confent,  I  doe  not  well  to  waile  ; 
r  And  touching  him,  whome  will  hath  made  a  flaue, 
1  The  Prouerbe  faith  of  olde,  Sdfe  doe,  felfe  hone. 
Thus  beeing  tofl  with  windes  of  fundry  forte 
Through  daung'rous  Seas  but  in  a  flender  Boat, 
With  errour  fluft,  and  driu'n  befide  the  porte, 
\Vhere  voide  of  wifdomes  fraight  it  lies  afloate, 
I  waue  in  doubt  what  helpe  I  Ihall  require, 
In  Somraer  freeze,  in  winter  burne  like  fire. 

1  Adduntur  Tiifcano  hij  duo  verfns. 
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This  pafsion  is  a  trannaliou  into  latine  of  the  felfe  fame 
fonnct  of  Petrarch  wliich  you  red  laflly  alleaged,  and 
commeth  fomwhat  ncerer  vnto  the  ItaUan  phrafe  then  the 
Englifli  doth.  Tlie  Author  when  he  tranflated  it,  was  not 
then  minded  cuer  to  haue  imboldned  him  felfe  fo  farre, 
as  to  tlirufl  in  foote  amongft  our  englifli  Poets.  But  beinge 
bufied  in  tranflating  Petrarch  his  fonncts  into  latin  new 
clothed  this  amongfl  many  others,  which  one  day  may  per- 
chance come  to  light  :  And  bccaufe  it  befit telh  this  place, 
he  is  content  you  furuey  it  here  as  a  probable  figne  of  his 
dayly  fufferance  in  loue. 


Ocft  ?ionfil  amor,  quod  perfentifco^  quid  ergo  ejlt 
\  Si  fit  amor,  turn  quid  ftt  amor  qualifque  rogandum. 
Si  bonus  e/l,  vndl  eJfeHus  producit  acerbos  1 
Sin  malus,  vnde  eius  tormentum  duke  putatur  1 

Si  que  volens  vror,  quce  tafiH  caufa  dolor  is  1 

Sin  inuitus  amo,  quid  ?ne  lamcnta  iuuabunt  1 
O  lidhum  viuax,  6  deleflabile  damnum, 
Qidfic  mefupereSy  tibifi  concedere  nolim  f 

Et  mefipatior  vinci,  cur  lugeo  vi^us  ? 

Aducrfis  rapior  veniis,  nulloque  magifirOy 
Per  maris  effuftfluBus^  in  puppe  caduca, 

Qiia^  vacua  ingcnio,  iantoque  errore  grauata  ejl, 
Tpfus  vt  ignorem  de  me  quid  dicer e  pojftm : 
Jirtgeo^  dum  media  ejl  a^fias;  dum  bruma,  caiefco. 


VII.  43 


This  pafsion  of  loue  is  liuely  exprcfTed  by  the  Authour,  in  that 
he  lauiflilie  praifeth  the  pcrfon  and  beautifull  ornamentes 
of  his  loue,  one  after  an  other  as  they  lie  in  order.  He  partly  inii- 
tatetli  htrem  AeJieas  Siliiiiis,  who  fcttelh^^downc  the  like  in  dc- 
fcribing  Lucrelia  the  loue  of  Eitryalits  ;  and  partly  he  followeth 
Ario/locant.  7.  \vherehedefcribeth/^/r/«rt  :  and  partly  borroweth 
from  fome  others  where  they  defcribe  the  famous  I/tltit  of  Greece: 
you  may  therefore,  if  you  picafcaptlie  call  thisfonnet  asaScholler 
of  good  iudgemeat  hath  already  Chriflened  it  fia'77  wapaa-iTiKrj. 


AJCTArke  you  that  lifl  to  heare  wliat  fainte  I  feme: 
(i^  Her  yellowe  lockcs  exceede  the  beaten  goulde ; 
Her  fparkeling  eics  in  heau'n  a  place  dcfertie ; 

Her  forehead  high  and  faire  of  comely  moulde  ; 
Her  wordes  are  muficke  all  of  fikier  founde; 
Her  wit  fo  fharpe  as  hke  can  fcarfe  be  found  : 
Each  eybrowe  hanges  Hke  Ir/s  in  the  fkics ; 
1  Her  Eagles  nofe  is  flraight  of  flately  frame; 
On  either  cheeke  a  Rofe  and  Lillie  Hes ; 
Her  breath  is  fvveete  perfume,  or  holHe  flame; 

Her  hps  more  red  than  any  Corall  flone ; 

Her  necke  more  white,  then  aged  '^ Swans  yat  mone; 
Her  brefl  tranfparent  is,  Hke  Chri/Iail  rookc, 
Her  fingers  long,  fit  for  ApoUoes  Lute ; 
Her  flipper  fuch  as  '^Monms  dare  not  mocke; 
Her  vertues  all  fo  great  as  make  me  mute : 

What  other  partes  flie  hath  I  needc  not  fay, 

Whofe  face  alone  is  caufe  of  my  decaye. 

^  Nasus    Aquilinus    ex    Persanim        «  Vide  Chiliad  i.  cent.  5  adaf.  74. 
opinione  maiestatcm  personae  argiiit.      vbi    Erasm.  ex  Philostrati  ad  vxoretn 

^  Quale  suo  recinit  fiinere  carmen     cpibtolu  imitualur. 
Olor.   Strozza.  et  vide  Plin.  de  cantu 
OJorino  lib.  10.  nat.  hist.  cap.  23. 


44  VIII. 


AdcEon  for  efpying  Diana  as  fliee  bathed  her  naked,  was 
transfomaed  into  a  Hart,  and  fone  after  torne  in  pieces  by  his 
owne  houndes,  as  Quid  defcribeth  at  large  lib.  3.  Metamorph, 
And  Siliusltalicuslibr.  12.  ^^  1^^//^ /'//;//(;^  glaunceth  at  it  in  this 
manner. 

Fama  eji,  aim  laceris  Adlceon  flehile  membris 
Stipplicium  luej'et  fpeclat<2  in  fonte  Dia?tce, 
Attonitum  tiouitate  malafugiffeparentem 
Per fr eta  Arijl.xiim.  etc. 
The  Author  aUuding  in  al  this  Pafsion  ATito  the  fault  of  A(fl(Eon^ 
and  to  the  hurte,  which  hee  fufteined,  fetteth  downe  his  owne 
amorous  infclici tie  ;  as  6>z//V/did   after  his  banifhmente,  when 
in  an  other  fenfe  hee  applied  this  fidlion  vnto  himfelfe,   being 
exiled  (as  it  (hould  feeme)  for  hauing  at  vnawares  taken  Ccpfar 
in  fome  great  fault :  for  thus  hee  writeth. 

Cur  aliquid  vidi,  air  noxia  hnninafccil  etc. 
Infcitis  Acltcon  viditfine  vcjle  Dianam, 
Prceda  fuit  canilms  ncc  viimts  illefuis. 


iA   ^^^^^  ^^^  ^^  middle  of  his  fport 
(^^  Both  fliape  and  Hfe,  for  looking  but  a  wry, 
Diana  was  afraid  he  would  report 
What  fecretes  he  had  feene  in  paffmg  by : 

To  tell  but  trueth,  the  felfe  fame  hurt  haue  I 
By  viewing  her,  for  whome  I  dayly  die ; 
I  leefe  my  woonted  fhape,  in  that  my  minde 
Doth  fuffer  wracke  vpon  the  flonie  rocke 
Of  her  difdaine,  who  contrary  to  kinde 
Doth  beare  a  brefl  more  harde  then  any  flocke ; 
And  former  fornie  of  limmes  is  changed  quite 
By  cares  in  loue,  and  want  of  due  delight. 
I  leefe  my  life  in  that  each  fecret  thought, 
Which  I  conceiue  through  wanton  fond  regard, 
Doth  make  me  fay,  that  life  auaileth  ticfOght 
"Where  feruice  cannot  haue  a  due  reward : 

I  dare  not  name  the  Nimph  that  works  my  fmart, 
Though  loue  hath  grau'n  her  name  within  my  hart. 


IX.  45 


Clytia  (as  Pcrottus  witnefletli)  was  a  glorious  Nimph,  and  thereof 
had  her  name  :  for  /cX^os  in  greeke  fignifieth  glorie  :  and  therfore 
Jhe  afpired  to  be  the  loue  of  Sol  him  felfe,  vvlio  praeferring  Leucothoe 
before  her,  flie  was  in  fhorl  fpace  ouergonne  with  fuche  extrem- 
itie  of  care,  that  by  compafiion  of  tlie  Gods  fliee  was  tranffomied 
into  a  Marigolde  ;  which  is  significanthe  called  Heliotropium, 
becaufe  euen  nowe  after  change  of  forme  Ihee  ftill  obferueth 
the  rifmg  and  going  downe  of  hir  beloued  the  funne,  as  Quid 
mentioneth, 

yilafinim,  qitamttis  radice  fcnetiir, 
Vertitiir  ad  Sole?n,  midataqtie  fa-iiat  aniorem.     Metam.  lib.  4. 

And  by  this  it  male  eafilie  bee  gheffed,  whie  in  this  pafTion  the 
Authour  compareth  him  felfe  with  the  Marigold^  and  his 
loue  vnto  the  Sunne. 


Or  He  Mangold  fo  likes  the  louely  Sunne, 
J^That  when  he  fettes  the  other  hides  her  face, 

And  when  he  ginnes  his  morning  courfe  to  ranne, 
She  fpreades  abroad,  and  (howes  her  greatefl  grace; 
So  fhuts  or  fprouts  my  ioy,  as  dotli  this  flow're, 
When  my  Sheefimne  doth  either  laugh  or  lowre. 
When  fhee  departes  my  fight,  I  die  for  paine, 
In  clofmg  vp  my  hearte  with  cloudie  care ; 
And  yet  when  once  I  viewe  her  face  againe, 
I  flreight  reuiue,  and  ioye  my  wonted  fare  : 

Therewith  my  heart  ofte  faies,  when  all  is  done. 
That  heau'n  and  earth  haue  not  a  brighter  funne. 
A  iealous  thought  yet  puttes  my  minde  in  feare, 
Left  loue  him  felfe  defcending  from  his  throne 
Shoulde  take  by  ftealth  and  place  her  in  his  fpheare. 
Or  in  fome  higher  globe  to  rule  alone  :       [their  praye 
\Vhich   if  he  fhould,  the  heau'ns  might   boaft 
But  I  (alas)  might  curfe  yat  difraall  day. 


46  X. 


The  Authour  hath  made  two  or  three  other  paflions  vpon  this 
matter  that  is  heere  conteined,  alluding  to  the  loffe  of  his 
fight  and  life  fince  the  time  he  firft  heheald  her  face,  whofe 
loue  hath  thus  bewitched  him.  But  heere  hee  mentioneth, 
the  blindneffe  of  Tyi-efias  to  proceed  of  an  other  caufe,  then 
he  doth  in  thofe  his  other  Sonnettes,  And  heerein  he  leaneth 
not  to  the  opinion  of  the  greater  forte  of  Poets,  but  vnto  fome 
fewe,  after  whom  Polytian  hath  written  alfo,  as  followeth ; 

Bactilum  dat  delude  petentetn 
Tyrefice  magni,  qui  quondam  Pallada  nudam 
Vidit,  et  hoc  raptam  penfauit  nui72ere  lucem. 
Siietus  in  offenfos  baciclo  dicce  tenda'C  grejjiis 
Nee  deejl  ip/ejibi,  qiiinfacro  injlui^a  furore 
Ora  mouet^  tantique parat folatia  damiii. 

/T  Yne  ^eyes  dye  firfl,  which  lafl  enioyed  life, 
^^^  Not  hurt  by  bleared  eies,  but  hurt  with  light 
Of  fuch  a  blazing  flarre  as  kindeleth  flrife 
Within  my  brefl  as  well  by  day  as  night : 
And  yet  no  poyfned  Cockatrice  lurk't  there, 
Hervertuous  beames  diffuadefuch  foolifh  feare. 
Befides,  I  Hue  as  yet ;  though  bHnded  nowe 
Like  him,  that  fawe  Mineruaes  naked  fide, 
And  loft  his  fight  (poore  foule)  not  knowing  howc ; 
Or  like  to  him,  whome  euill  chance  betide, 
In  ftraying  farre  to  light  vpon  that  place, 
Where  midfl  a  fount  he  founde  Dia?iaes  grace. 
But  he  alone,  who  Polyphemus  hight, 
Trewe  patterne  was  of  me  and  all  my  woe, 
Of  all  the  reft  that  euer  loft  their  fight : 
For  being  blinde,  yet  loue  poffeft  him  fo. 

That  he  each  how'r  on  eu'ry  dale  and  hill 
Sung  fonges  of  loue  to  2  Galaicea  ftill. 

*  Quod  naturale  esse,  ait   Plinius        2  Galatcpa  was  a  water  Nymph  and 
lib.  ii.  namr.  hist  c.  36,  daughter  to  old  Neretis. 


XI.  47 


In  this  fonnet  is  couertly  fet  forth,  how  pleafaunt  a  pafllon  the 
Author  one  day  enioyed,  when  by  chance  he  ouerharde  his 
miflris,  whilfl  fhe  was  finging  priuately  by  her  felfe  :  And 
fone  after  into  howe  forrowfuU  a  dumpe,  or  founden  extafie 
he  fell,  when  vpon  the  firfl  fight  of  him  Ihe  abruptlie  fini- 
fhed  her  fong  and  melodie. 


jlw  Goulden  bird  and  Phtnix  of  our  age, 
v/v^A  ^Y}^Qfg  fvveete  records  and  more  then  earthly  voice 
By  wondrous  force  did  then  my  griefe  affwage 
When  nothing  els  could  make  my  heart  reioyce, 
Thy  teunes  (no  doubt)  had  made  a  later  end, 
If  thou  hadfl  knowen  how  much  they  flood  myfrend. 
When  filence  dround  the  latter  warbling  noate, 
A  fudden  griefe  eclypfl  my  former  ioye. 
My  life  it  felfe  in  calling  Caroiis  boate 
Did  figh,  and  fay,  that  pleafure  brought  anoy ; 

And  blam'd  mine  eare  for  liflning  to  the  found 
Of  fuch  a  fonge,  as  had  increafl  my  wound. 
My  heauie  heart  remembring  what  was  pafl 
Did  forrowe  more  than  any  tounge  can  tell  j 
As  did  the  damned  foules  that  floode  agafl, 
\\Tien  Orpheus  with  his  wife  return'd  from  hell : 

Yet  who  would  think,  that  Mufike  which  is  fwete, 
In  curing  paiiies  could  caufe  delites  to  fleete  ? 


48  X  I  I. 


The  fubiccfl  of  tliis  paffiou  is  all  one  with  that,  which  is  next  before 
it :  but  that  tlie  Authour  fomwhat  more  higlily  here  extoUeth 
his  ladies  exccllencie,  both  for  the  fingularitie  of  her  voyce, 
and  her  wonderful!  arte  in  vfe  and  moderation  of  the  fame. 
But  moreouer,  in  this  fonnet,  the  Authour  rclateth  how  afte^. 
the  hearing  of  his  miflris  fing,  his  affedlion  towardes  her  by  tha' 
mcanes  was  more  vehemently  kindled,  then  it  had  bin  at  an) 
time  before. 


fMeruaile  T,  why  poets  heretofore 
Extold  1  Arions  harp  or  Mercuries, 
Although  the  one  did  bring  a  fiflie  to  fliore, 
And  th'  otlier  as  a  ^  figne  adorn'd  the  fkies. 
Yf  they  with  me  had  heard  an  Angells  voice, 
They  would  vnfliy  them  fckies,  andpraifemy  choife 
Not  Philomela  now  deferues  the  price, 
Though  fwectely  (he  recount  her  caufe  of  mone  : 
Nor  Fhoehiis  arte  in  muficall  deuife. 
Although  his  lute  and  voyce  accord  in  one ; 
Muficke  her  felf,  and  all  the  Mufes  nine. 
For  flcil  or  voyce  their  titles  may  refigne. 
O  bitter  fweete,  or  hunny  mixt  with  gall, 
My  hart  is  hurt  with  ouermuch  delight. 
Mine  eares  wcl  plcaf'd  with  tunes,  yet  deafe  with  all: 
Through  muficks  helpe  loue  hath  increafl  his  might; 
I  (loppe  mine  eares  as  wife  Vlijfes  bad, 
But  all  to  late,  now  loue  hath  made  me  mad. 


1  Sic  niethymnreo   gauisus  Arione        "  Consiirq;cnte     frcto    cedit    Lyra 
D..lphiii,  Miiilial.  lib/S.  Cylloiiica  Kuff.  Fgst. 


Xlli.  40 


The  Autliour  defcanteth  on  forwarde  vpon  the  late  effe<fl,  which 
the  fong  of  his  Miflres  hath  A\Tought  in  him,  by  augmenting 
the  heate  of  his  former  loue.  And  in  this  paflion  after  he  hath 
fet  downe  fome  miraculous  good  effecles  of  Muficke,  hee  falleth 
into  queftion  with  him  felfe,  what  fhould  be  the  caufe,  why  the 
fweete  melodie  of  his  Miftres  Ihoulde  fo  much  hurte  him,  con- 
trarie  to  the  kinde  and  nature  of  muficall  harmonie. 


(Cp  Sdepiad  did  cure  v.ith  trumpets  founde 
1  Id  Such  men  as  firfl  had  loft,  their  hearing  quite : 
And  many  fuch  as  in  their  drinke  lay  drownd 
Danwn  reuiu'd  with  tunes  of  graue  deh'ght: 
And  Theophrajl  when  ought  his  minde  oppreft^ 
Yfd  mulickes  helpe  to  bring  him  felfe  to  reft. : 
With  founde  of  harpe  Thales  did  make  recure 
Of  fuch  as  lay  with  peflilence  forlome : 
With  Organ  pipes  Xeiiocrates  made  pure 
Theire  -^^its,  whofe  mindes  long  Lunacy  had  wome : 
Howe  comes  it  then,  that  mufick  in  my  minde 
Enforceth  caufe  of  hurt  againft:  her  kinde? 
For  fmce  I  heard  a  fecret  heau'nly  fong, 
Loue  hath  fo  ii^TOught  by  vertue  of  conceite, 
That  I  fhall  pine  \-pon  fuppofed  wTong 
Vnleffe  fhee  yeelde,  that  did  mee  fuch  deceit: 

0  eares  now  deafe,  O  \\its  al  dro-\\-nd  in  cares, 
O  heart  furprjTd  with  plagues  at  \-nawares. 


50  XI I II. 


The  Authour  flill  purfuing  his  inuention  vpon  the  fong  of  his 
Miflres,  in  the  laft  flaffe  of  this  fonnet  he  falleth  into  this 
fidlion :  that  whilefl  he  greedehe  laied  open  his  eares  to  the 
hearing  of  his  Ladies  voice,  as  one  more  then  halfe  in  a  doubt, 
that  Apollo  him  felfe  had  beene  at  hand,  Loue  efpiyng  a  time 
of  aduantage,  tranfformed  him  felfe  into  the  fubflance  of  aier, 
and  fo  deceitfullie  entered  into  him  -with  his  owne  great  good- 
will and  defire,  and  nowe  by  mayne  force  flill  holdeth  his 
poffeffion. 


^JfOme  that  reporte  great  Alexanders  life, 
^^They  fay,  that  harmonic  fo  mou'd  his  mind, 
That  oft  he  roafe  from  meat  to  warhke  flrife 
At  founde  of  Trumpe,  or  noyfe  of  battle  kind. 
And  then,  that  mufickes  force  of  fofter  vaine 
Cauf'd  him  returne  from  flrokes  to  meat  againe. 
And  as  for  me,  I  thinke  it  nothing  {Irange, 
That  mufick  hauing  birth  from  heau'ns  aboue. 
By  diuers  tunes  can  make  the  minde  to  change : 
For  I  my  felfe  in  hearing  my  fAveete  Loue, 
By  vertue  of  her  fong  both  tafled  griefe, 
And  fuch  delight,  as  yeelded  fome  reliefe. 
When  firfl  I  gan  to  giue  attentiue  care. 
Thinking  Apollocs  voice  did  haunte  the  place, 
I  little  thought  my  Lady  had  beene  there: 
But  whilefl  mine  eares  lay  open  in  this  cafe. 

Transformed  to  ayre  Loue  entred  with  my  will. 
And  nowe  perforce  doth  keepe  poffeffion  flill. 


XV.  51 


Still  hee  followeth  on  with  further  deuife  vppon  the  late  Melodie 
of  his  IMiftres :  and  in  this  fonnet  doth  namelie  preferre  her 
before  MuQckc  her  felfe,  and  all  the  three  Graces;  affirming,  if 
either  he,  or  els  Apollo  bee  ordeined  a  iudge  to  giue  fentence  of 
their  defertes  on  either  fide,  that  then  his  Ladie  can  not  faile 
to  beare  both  pricke  and  prize  awaie. 


ro 


1i 


we  Miificke  hide  thy  face  or  blufh  for  fhanie, 
^-4!|J) Since  thou  hafl  heard  hir  fkill  and  warbling  voice, 
A\Tio  far  beefore  thy  felfe  deferu's  thy  name, 
And  for  a  Sc'wice  fliould  bee  had  in  clioife: 
Or  if  thou  flill  thy  title  wilt  retaine, 
Equall  hir  fong  with  helpe  of  all  thy  traine. 
But  as  I  deeme,  it  better  were  to  yeelde 
Thy  place  to  her,  to  whom  the  price  belonges, 
Then  after  flrife  to  leefe  both  fame  and  field. 
For  though  rude  Satyres  like  of  Afarfias  fonges, 
And  Choridon  efleeme  his  oaten  quill: 
Compare  them  Vvith  hir  voice,  and  both  are  ill. 
Nay,  which  is  more,  bring  forth  the  Graces  tliree, 
And  each  of  them  let  fing  hir  fong  apart, 
And  who  doth  befl  twill  foone  appeare  by  mee, 
When  fhee  fnall  make  replie  which  mles  my  heart : 
Or  if  you  needes  will  make  Apollo  iudge, 
So  lure  1  am  to  winne  I  neede  not  grudge. 


52  XVI. 


In  this  paflion  the  Authour  vpon  the  late  fweete  fong  of  his  MiHres, 
maketh  her  his  birde;  and  thervvithall  partlie  defcribeth  hei 
worthines,  and  partlie  his  owne  eilate.  The  one  parte  he 
Iheweth,  by  the  coulour  of  her  feathers,  by  her  ftatelie  minde, 
and  by  that  fouereintie  which  (he  hath  ouer  him :  the  other, 
by  defcription  of  his  delight  in  her  companie,  and  her  flrangenes, 
and  drawing  backe  from  a  dewe  acceptance  of  his  feruice. 


fY  gentle  birde,  which  fung  fo  fweete  of  late, 
Is  not  like  thofe,  that  flie  about  by  kind, 
Her  feathers  are  of  golde,  fhee  wantes  a  mate, 
And  knowing  wel  her  worth,  is  proud  of  mind : 
And  wheras  fom  do  keepe  their  birds  in  cage. 
My  bird  keepes  mee,  and  rules  me  as  hir  page. 
She  feedes  mine  eare  with  tunes  of  rare  delight, 
Mine  eye  with  louing  lookes,  my  heart  with  ioy, 
Wherhence  I  thinke  my  femitude  but  light, 
Although  in  deede  I  fuffer  great  annoye : 
And  (fure)  it  is  but  reafon,  I  fuppofe, 
He  feele  the  pricke,  that  feekes  to  pluck  the  Rofe, 
And  who  fo  mad,  as  woulde  not  with  his  will 
Leefe  libertie  and  life  to  heare  her  fmg, 
Whofe  voice  excels  thofe  harmonies  that  fill 
Elifiaii  fieldes,  where  growes  etemall  fpring? 

If  mightie  lone  fhould  heare  what  I  haue  hard, 
She  (fure)  were  his,  and  all  my  market  marde. 


XVII.  S3 


The  Author  not  yet  hauing  forgotten  ll-e  fonge  of  his  miflres, 
maketh  her  in  this  paflion  a  seconde  Phoenix,  though  not  of 
Arabia,  and  yet  no  lefle  acceptable  to  Apollo,  then  is  that  bird 
of  Arabia.  And  the  cheife  caufes  why  Sol  fhoulde  fauour  hir, 
he  accounteth  to  be  thefe  two,  hir  excellent  beawtie,  and  hir 
skill  in  mufike,  of  which  two  qualities  ,56'/  is  well  knowen  to  be 
an  efpeciall  cheife  patrone,  and  fometimes  the  only  author  or 
giuer  of  the  fame. 


^  >F  Poets  haue  done  well  in  times  long  pall, 
I  To  glofe  on  trifling  toyes  of  little  price : 
Why  Ihould  not  I  prefume  to  faine  as  fafl, 
Efpying  forth  a  ground  of  good  deuife  ? 

A  Sacred  NimpJi  is  ground  whereon  ile  ^^Tite, 
The  fairefl  Nimph  that  euer  yet  faw  light. 
And  fince  her  fong  hath  fild  mine  eares  with  ioye, 
Hir  vertues  pleaf'd  my  minde,  hir  face  mine  eye, 
I  dare  affirme  what  fome  ^vill  thinke  a  toy. 
She  Phoenix  is,  though  not  oi  Arable  \ 

And  yet  the  plumes  about  hir  neck  are  bright. 
And  Sol  him  felfe  in  her  hath  chiefe  delight.^ 
You  that  will  know  why  Sol  afoordes  her  loue, 
Seeke  but  the  cawfe  why  Peakocks  draw  the  place, 
Where  luno  fitts ;  why  Vmiis  likes  the  Done ; 
Or  why  the  Owle  befitts  Mineruaes  grace; 

Then  yf  you  grudge,  that  Ihe  to  Sol  belonge, 
Marke  but  hir  face,  and  heare  hir  skill  in  fonge. 

1  Vide  Plinium  Natur.  hist  lib.  lo  cap.  a. 
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This  foLnet  is  perfe^lly  patheticall,  and  confifleth  in  two  princi- 
pal! pointes :  wlicrof  the  firft  conteyneth  an  accufation  of  Lone 
for  his  hurtfull  effecfts  and  vfuall  tyrannic ;  the  fecond  part  is  a 
fudden  recantation  or  excufe  of  the  Authors  euill  words,  by 
caflinge  the  fame  vpon  the  necke  of  his  beloued,  as  being  the 
onely  caufe  of  his  late  frenzy  and  blafpheamous  rage  fo  lauiflily 
poNvrfid  forth  in  fowle  fpeaches. 


ruOue  is  a  fowr  delight;  a  fugred  greefe; 
'A  liuinge  death;  an  euerdying  life; 
A  breache  of  Reafons  lawe;  a  fecret  theefe; 
A  fea  of  teares;  an  euerlafling  flrife; 

A  bayte  for  fooles;  a  fcourge  of  noble  witts; 
A.  Deadly  wound;  a  fliotte  which  eiier  hitts. 
Lone  is  a  blinded  God;  an  angiy  boye; 
A  Labyri7iih  of  dowbts;  an  ydle  luft; 
A  flaue  to  Beawties  will;  a  witles  toy; 
A  rauening  bird,  a  tyraunt  mofl  vniuft; 

A  burning  heate;  A  cold;  a  flattring  foe; 
A  priuate  hell;  a  very  world  of  woe. 
Yet  mightie  Loite  regard  not  what  I  faye, 
Wliich  lye  in  traunce  bereft  of  all  my  witts, 
But  blame  the  light  that  leades  me  thus  aflraye, 
And  makes  my  tongue  blafpheme  by  frantike  fitts: 
Yet  hurt  her  not,  left  I  fuReyne  the  fmart, 
\\Tiich  arn  content  to  lodge  her  in  my  heart. 


XIX.  55 


The  Author  in  this  pafsion  reproneth  the  vfuall  defcription  of 
loue;  which  olde  Poetes  haue  fo  long  time  embraced:  and 
proueth  by  probabilities  that  he  neither  is  a  childe  (as  they  say) 
nor  blinde,  nor  winged  like  a  birde,  nor  armed  archer  like  with 
bowe  and  arrowes,  neither  frantike,  nor  wife,  noryet  vncloathed, 
nor  (to  conclude)  anie  God  at  all.  And  yet  when  he  hath  faid 
?i  he  can  to  this  end,  he  ciyeth  out  vpon  the  fecret  nature  and 
qualitie  of  Loue,  as  being  that,  whereunto  he  can  by  no  meanes 
attaine,  although  he  haue  fpent  a  long  and  tedious  courfe  of 
time  in  his  feruice. 


UT^  F  Ciipid  were  a  childe,  as  Poets  faine, 
(^  How  comes  it  then  that  Mars  doth  feare  his  might  ? 
If  blind;  how  chance  fo  many  to  theire  paine, 
"Whom  he  hath  hitte,  can  witneffe  of  his  fight  ? 
If  he  haue  wdngs  to  flie  where  thinkes  him  befl, 
How  happes  he  lurketh  flill  within  my  brefl  ? 
If  bowe  and  fliaftes  fnould  be  his  chiefefl  tooles, 
Why  doth  he  fet  fo  many  heartes  on  fire  ? 
If  he  were  madde,  how  could  he  further  fooles 
To  whet  theire  wits,  as  place  and  time  require  ? 
If  wife,  how  could  fo  many  leeze  theire  wittes. 
Or  doate  through  loue,  and  dye  in  frantike  fittes  ? 
If  naked  flill  he  wander  too  and  froe, 
How  doth  not  Sunne  or  froft  offend  his  fldnne  ? 
If  that  a  God  he  be,  how  falles  it  fo, 
That  all  wants  end,  which  he  doth  once  beginne  ? 

O  wondrous  thing,  that  I,  whom  Lone  hath  fpent, 
Can  fcarcely  knowe  him  felf,  or  his  intent 
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In  this  pafllon  the  Authour  being  ioyfiill  for  a  kiffe,  which  he  had 
receiued  of  his  Loue,  compareth  the  fame  vnto  that  kifle,  which 
fometime  Venus  beftowed  vpon  AefculapiuSy  for  hauing  taken 
a  Bramble  out  of  her  foote,  which  pricked  her  through  the 
hidden  fpitefuU  deceyte  of  Diana,  by  whom  it  was  laied  in  her 
way,  as  Strozza  writeth.  And  hee  enlargeth  his  inuention  vppon 
the  french  prouerbiall  fpeech,  which  importeth  thus  much  in 
effecl,  that  three  things  proceed  from  the  mouth,  which  are  to 
be  had  in  high  account.  Breath,  Speech,  and  Kisfmg;  the  firfl 
argueth  a  mans  life;  the  fecond,  his  thought;  the  third  and 
lall,  his  loue. 


fN  time  long  pafl,  when  in  Dianaes  chafe 
A  bramble  bufh  prickt  Venus  in  the  foote, 
Olde  j^fadapius  healpt  her  heauie  cafe 
Before  the  hurte  had  taken  any  roote :  [hard 

Wherehence  although  his  beard  were  crifping 
She  yeelded  him  a  kiffe  for  his  rewarde. 
My  lucke  was  like  to  his  this  other  day, 
When  Ihe,  whom  I  on  earth  do  worfhip  moll, 
For  kifsing  me  vouchfafed  thus  to  fay, 
Take  this  for  once,  and  make  thereof  no  bofl : 

^  Forthwith  my  heart  gaue  figne  of  ioy  by  flcippes, 
As  though  our  foules  had  ioynd  by  ioyning  lippes. 
And  fnice  that  time  I  thought  it  not  amiffe 
To  iudge  which  were  the  befl  of  all  thele  three ; 
Her  breath,  her  fpeach,  or  that  her  daintie  kiffe. 
And  (fure)  of  all  the  kiffe  befl  liked  me : 

For  that  was  it,  which  did  reuiue  my  hart 
Opprefl  and  almofl  deade  with  dayly  fmart, 

1  Slquidem  opinati  sunt  aliqui,  in  osculo  fieri  animarum  combinatlonem. 
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In  the  firfl  ftaffe  of  this  pafllon  the  Anthour  imitateth  Petrarch^ 
Sonet  to  211. 

Chi  vuol  veder  quantiinque  pith  Natura 
El  del  tra  nol,  venga  a  mirar  cq/iei,  etc. 
And  the  very  like  fenfe  hath  Seraphine  in  one  of  his  Strainbotti^ 
where  he  beginneth  thus, 

Chi  vuol  ueder  gran  cofe  altiere  e  nuoue^ 
Venga  a  mirar  cojlei,  laquale  adoro: 
Done  gratia  dal  ciel  continuo  pioue.  etc. 


f^T;rHo  lifl  to  vewe  dame  Natures  cunning  fkil, 
TjuV  And  fee  what  heau'n  hath  added  to  the  fame, 
Let  him  prepare  with  me  to  gaze  his  fill 
On  her  apafe,  whofe  gifts  exceed  ye  trump  of  fame : 
But  let  him  come  a  pafe  before  fhe  flye 
From  hence,  to  fixe  her  feate  aboue  the  flvye. 
By  Itmoes  gift  Ihe  beares  a  flately  grace, 
Pallas  hath  placed  fkill  amidd'fl  her  brefl; 
Venus  her  felfe  doth  dwell  within  her  face; 
Alas  I  faint  to  thinke  of  all  the  refl; 

And  fhall  I  tell  wherewith  I  mofl  haue  warres? 
With  thofe  her  eyes,  which  are  two  heau'nly  flarres. 
Theire  beames  drawe  forth  by  great  attractiue  power 
My  moillned  hart,  whofe  force  is  yet  fo  fmall, 
That  fhine  they  bright,  or  lift  they  but  to  lowrc, 
It  fcarcely  dare  behold  fuch  lights  at  all, 

^  But  fobbes,  and  fighes,  and  faith  I  am  vndonne; 
No  bird  but  loues  can  looke  againfl  the  funne. 

!  Vide  Plin.  nat.  hist  lib.  lo.  cap.  3.  Seraphinum  sonet.  i.  vbi  de  aquila 
et  lib  29  cap.  6.  qui  de  hac  re  miituatur  suisque  puUis  per  comparationem  le- 
ex  Aristotel'is  historia-       Porrd  vide     gantissime'  canit. 
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The  fubflance  of  this  pafsion  is  talcen  out  of  SerapJnne  fonetto 
127.  which  beginneth  thus. 

Qiiando  nafcejli  amor?  quando  la  terra 
Se  rinuejle  di  vcrde  e  hel  colore; 
Di  che fujli  creato?  d'vn  ardore^ 
Che  cio  lafciuo  itife  rinchiude  eferra  etc. 
But  the  Author  hath  in  this  tranflation  inuerted  the  order  of 
feme  verfes  of  Seraphine,  and  added  the  two  lafl  of  himfelfe  to 
make  the  red  to  feeme  the  more  patheticall. 


["vITHen  werte  thou  borne  fweet  Lotie?  who  was  thy 
^(J^^  When  Flora  firfl  adorn'd  Dame  Telliis  lap,   [fire? 
Then  fpmng  I  forth  from  Wanton  hole  defire\ 
Who  was  thy  nurfe  to  feede  thee  firfl  with  pap? 
Youth  firfl  with  tender  hand  bound  vp  my 

heade, 
Then  faide,  with  Lookes  alone  I  lliould  be  fed; 
What  maides  had  fhe  attendant  on  her  fide, 
To  playe,  to  finge,  to  rocke  thee  faft  a  fleepe? 
Vawe  Niceneffe^  Beaiitie  Faire^  and  Pompeoiis  Fi-'ide; 
By  flealth  when  further  age  on  thee  did  creepe; 

Where  didfl  thou  make  thy  chiefe  abiding  place? 
In  Will  in g  Hart es^  which  were  of  gentle  race; 
What  ift  wherewith  thou  wagefl  warres  with  me? 
Feare  colde  as  Ife,  and  Hope  as  bote  as  fire; 
And  can  not  age  or  death  make  end  of  thee? 
No,  no,  my  dying  life  flill  makes  retire; 

Wliy  then  fweete  Lone  take  pittie  on  my  paine, 
Which  often  dye,  and  oft  reuiue  againe. 


XXIII.  59 


The  Author  in  this  pafsion  wiflieth  he  were  in  like  eflate  and 
condition  with  the  Looking  Glajfe  of  his  miflres ;  by  that  meanes 
the  oftner  to  be  made  happie  with  her  fauourable  and  faire 
afpecT;.  And  in  tlie  laft  ilaffe  he  alludeth  fomewhat  to_  the 
inuention  of  Seraphine,  where  lie  \^ctli  thefe  words,  in  writing 
vpon  the  Glajfe  of  his  beloued. 

Che  ho  vijlo  ogni  qual  vetro  tender  foco 
Quando  e  dal  Sol  percojfo  in  qiialche  paj-te^ 
E'l  Sol  che  ift  gliocchi  toi  dando  in  quel  loco 
Douria  per  reflexion  tutta  infiammarte  etc. 


fHou  Glajje,  wherein  that  Sumie  delightes  to  fee 
^  ^.^  Her  ov.Ti  afpect,  whofe  beams  haue  dride  my  hart, 
Would  God  I  might  poffefle  Hke  (late  with  thee, 
And  ioy  fome  eafe  to  quaile  my  bitter  fmart : 
Thou  gazed  on  her  face,  and  fhe  on  thine  \ 
I  fee  not  hers,  nor  (he  will  looke  on  mine. 
Once  hauing  lookt  her  fill,  fhe  turnes  thee  froe. 
And  leaues  thee,  though  amaz'd,  yet  wel  content  \ 
But  careleffe  of  my  cares,  will  I  or  noe, 
Still  dwells  within  my  breafl  with  tears  befprent ; 
And  yet  my  hart  to  her  is  fuch  a  thrall. 
That  she  driu'n  out,  my  life  departs  v^ithall. 
But  thou  deceitfuU  Glaffe  (I  feare)  with  guyle 
Haft  wTought  my  woes  to  fhield  thy  felfe  from  ill, 
Shot  forth  her  beames  v/hich  were  in  thee  erewhile, 
And  burnt  my  tender  brefl  againft  my  mil : 

For  Chrijlall  from  it  felfe  reflectes  the  Sunne 
And  fyres  his  coate,  which  knows  not  how  tis  done. 
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SerapJiine  in  his  Straynbotti  hatli  many  prettle  inuenlions  concern- 
ing the  Lookingglaffe  of  his  Miftres :  wherhence  many  par- 
ticulars of  this  paffion  are  cunningly  borrowed,  part  beeing  out 
of  one  place,  and  part  out  of  another.  And  in  the  latter  end 
is  placed  this  fidlion  by  the  Authour,  that  Cupid  shooting  his 
an-owe  from  out  the  faire  eies  of  his  Miftres,  did  fo  wounde 
him  with  loue  and  defire,  that  now  he  is  paft  all  recure  by  any 
phificke,  and  therefore  is  faine  to  vfe  the  olde  verfe, 
Hei  mihi  quod  millis  a7)ior  eft  viedlcahilis  hcrbis. 


fHou  glaffe,  wherein  my  Dafne  hath  fuch  delight, 
As  when  fhe  braues,  then  mofl  on  thee  to  gaze, 
I  mamel  howe  her  beames  that  are  fo  bright 
Do  neuer  caufe  thy  brittle  fides  to  craze : 

Thou  fliould'it  oy  reafon  mealt  or  eafly  breake 
To  feele  fuch  force,  thy  fubflance  being  weake. 
For  when  fhe  firfl  with  feeming  flately  grace 
Beflowd  on  me  a  louing  fweete  regard, 
The  beames,  which  then  proceeded  from  her  face 
Were  fuch,  as  for  the  fame  I  found  no  warde, 
But  needes  perforce  I  muft  become  content 
To  mealt  in  minde  till  all  my  wittes  were  fpent. 
And  therewithall  C^ipido  plaid  his  part, 
He  fhotte  a  fliaft  throughout  her  chriflall  eyes, 
Wherewith  he  cleft  in  twaine  my  yeelding  heart : 
And  this  is  caufe  my  panting  heart  flill  cries, 

I  breake,  I  mealt,  helpe  heau'ns  in  my  behoue. 
No  herbe  doth  growe  whofe  vertue  cureth  loue. 


XXV.  6i 


It  is  to  be  confidered  in  reading  tliis  Pafsion,  howe  in  fome 
anfvveres,  the  accent  or  poynting  of  the  wordes  is  altered,  and 
therewithal!  howe  the  Authour  walking  in  the  Avoods,  and  be- 
wayling  his  inward  pafsion  of  Loue,  is  contraried  by  the  replies 
of  Echo :  whofe  meaning  yet  is  not  fo  much  to  gainfay  him, 
as  to  expreffe  her  own  miferable  eflate  in  daily  confuming 
away  for  the  loue  of  her  beloued  A^arr/^^j;  whose  vnkindnes  Ouui 
defcribeth  at  large,  together  with  the  extreme  loue  of  Echo^ 


^tttl)Or.  \|r?N  all  this  world  I  think e  none  lou's  but  I. 
<!^cl30.     ^None  lou's  but  I.      %yx%  Thou  foolifh 
tattling  ghell, 

In  this  thou  telft  a  lie.      (0CijO.  thou  telfl  a  lie. 
^utljor.  \Vliy?  Loue  him  felfe  he  lodgeth  in  my  brefl. 
CFcl)0.  He  lodgeth  in  my  brefl.     ^utl).  I  pine  forgriefe; 

And  yet  I  want  reliefe.     (!5cl)0.  I  want  reliefe. 
^utljor.  No  flarre  more  faire  then  flie  whom  I  adore. 
(I5cl)0.  Then Mie,  whom  I  adore.  ^utlj.Herehencelbume 

Stil  more  and  more.  Cpd)0. 1  burne  flil  more  and  more, 
%-^Sk\^x.Loue,  letmyheartretume.  <!5cl)0.  myheart,  retume.' 
^ntl).  Is  then  the  Saint^  for  whom  thou  makefl  mone, 

And  whom  I  loue,  but  one?    C^cljO.  I  loue  but  one. 
^utI)or.  O  heau'ns,  is  there  in  loue  no  ende  of  ills  ? 
CrcljO.  Inlouenoendeofills.  ^utl^.  Thoupratlingvoyce. 

Dwelfl  thou  in  th'  ayre,  or  but  in  hollow  hills? 
(!Hcl)0.  In  hollow  hills,  ^utl).  Ceafeoftovauntthychoyfe. 
(!5d)0.  Ceafeoftovauntthychoyfe.   %\s.%  Iwouldreplie, 

But  here  for  loue  I  die.    (!5d)0.  for  loue  I  die. 

1  Lib.  3.  Metamorph.  9  S.  Liquescens  immutat  s>ensiun. 
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Here  the  Author  as  a  man  ouertaken  with  fome  deepe  melan- 
cholie,  compareth  him  felfe  vnto  the  NigJdingale,  and  con- 
ferreth  his  vnhappie  eflate  (for  that  by  no  meanes  his  Mijlrejj'e 
will  pitie  him)  with  her  nightly  complaints  :  to  whofe  har- 
monie  all  thofe  that  giue  attentiue  eave,  they  C/nceiue  more 
delight  in  the  muficall  varietie  of  her  noates,  then  they  take 
iuft  compafsion  vpon  her  diftreffed  heauines. 


kv^  JHen  Maye  is  in  his  prime,  and  youthfull  fpring 
^^jmT  Doth  cloath  the  tree  witli  leaues,  and  ground. with 
And  timeof  yere  reuiueth  eu'ry  thing;  [flowres, 
And  lonely  Nature  fmiles,  and  nothing  lowres  : 
Then  PJiilomela  mofL  doth  flraine  her  brell 
With  night-complaints,  and  fits  in  litle  rell. 
This  Birds  eflate  I  may  compare  vv'ith  mine, 
To  whom  fond  lone  doth  worke  ftich  ^^Tongs  by  day, 
That  in  the  night  my  heart  miifl  needes  repine, 
And  florme  with  fighes  to  eafe  me  as  I  may ; 
Whilfl  others  are  becalm'd,  or  lye  them  Rill, 
Or  fayle  fecure  with  tide  and  winde  at  will. 
And  as  all  thofe,  which  heare  this  Bird  coraplaine, 
Conceiue  in  all  her  tunes  a  fweete  delight, 
Without  remorfe,  or  pitying  her  payne : 
So  fhe,  for  whom  I  wayle  both  day  and  night. 

Doth  fport  her  felfe  in  hearing  my  complaint ; 
A  iufl  reward  for  feruing  fuch  a  Saint 


XXVII.  6s 


In  the  fird  fixe  verfes  of  this  Pafsion,  the  Author  hath  imitated 
perfectly  fixe  verfes  in  an  Ode  of  Ronfard,  which  beginneth 
thus : 

Celui  qid  li^ayme  ejl  malheurmx,  En  son  2.  liure 

Et  malhcuraix  e^  P a?noureux^  ^"  Bocage. 

Mais  la  mlfcrey  etc.  ? 
And  in  the  lafl  flaffe  of  this  Pafsion  alfo  he  commeth  very  neere 
to  the  fenfe,  which  Ronfard  vfeth  in  an  other  place,  where  he 
w  riteth  to  his  Mi/lreffe  in  this  maner : 
En  veils  tu  baifer  Phtton 

La  bos,  apres  che  Caron  En  ses  meslan- 

T^aura  mije  en  fa  nacefje?  ges. 


gTViT  ^Nhappy  is  the  wight,  thats  volde  of  Zoue, 
jT^  And  yet  vnhappie  he,  whom  Zoue  torments, 
But  greatefl  gTiefe  that  man  is  for'ct  to  proue, 
Whofe  haughtie  Zoue  not  for  his  lone  relents. 
But  hoyfmg  vp  her  fayle  of  prowd  difdaine, 
For  feruice  done  makes  no  returae  of  gaine. 
By  this  all  you,  which  knowe  m.y  tickle  flate, 
May  giue  deferued  blame  to  whome  I  feme, 
And  fay,  that  Zoi/e  hath  miferie  to  mate. 
Since  labour  breedes  but  loffe,  and  letts  me  flerue : 
For  I  am  he  v.hich  liues  a  lafting  thrall 
To  her,  whofe  heart  affords  no  grace  at  alL 
She  hopes  (perchance)  to  hue  and  flourifli  flill, 
Or  els,  when  C/iaro/is  boate  hath  felt  her  peaze, 
By  louing  lookes  to  conquer  Phtioes  will ; 
But  all  in  vaine :  t'is  not  Pi'oferpin's  eafe  ; 
She  neuer  v\-ill  permit,  that  any  one 
Shall  ioy  his  Zoue,  but  fhe  her  felfe  alone. 

1  Hit  ires  versus  a  Ronsardc  icscribwitur  ex  Anacreontc  Graco. 
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In  this  Pafslon  the  Authour  doth  very  bufille  imitate  and  aug- 
ment a  certaine  Ode  of  Ronfard,  which  hee  writeth  vnto  his 
Miftres ;  he  beginneth,  as  followeth, 

Plufieurs  de  leurs  cors  denuis 

Sefont  veuz  en  dhierfe  terre 

Miraculeufement  mues,  An  luire  des  les 

Vvn  en  Serpent,  et  T autre  en  Pierre,  meslanges. 

L'vn  en  Fleiir,  r metre  en  Arhrijfcau 

Uvn  en  Loup  etc.  ? 


Wyr  Any  haiie  liu'd  in  countreys  farre  and  ny, 
t^S  Whofe  heartes  by  Loue  once  quite  confum'd  away, 
Strangely  their  fliapes  were  changed  by  and  by, 
One  to  a  Flower,  an  other  to  a  Bay,  [mone, 

One  to  a  Streame,  whofe  courfe  yet  maketh 
One  to  a  Doiie^  an  other  to  a  Si07ie. 
But  harke  my  Deere;  if  wifliing  could  preuaile, 
I  would  become  a  Chrijlall  Mirrour  I, 
Wherein  thou  might'fl  behold  what  thing  I  aile  : 
Or  els  I  would  be  chang'd  into  a  Flie^ 

To  tafl  thy  cuppe,  and  being  dayly  ghefl 
At  bord  and  bedde,  to  kiffe  thee  mid'fl  thy  refl ; 
Or  I  would  be  Perfume  for  thee  to  bume, 
That  with  my  loffe  I  might  but  pleafe  thy  fmell; 
Or  be  fome  facred  Spring,  to  ferue  thy  turne, 
By  bathing  that,  wherein  my  heart  doth  dwell; 
But  woe  is  me,  my  wifhing  is  but  vaine, 
Since  fate  bidds  Loue  to  work  my  endleffe  paine. 
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Th«  Authour  in  this  Sonnet  in  a  large  maner  fetteth  forth  the 
furpasfinge  worthines  of  his  Ladie,  reporting  her  beawtie  and 
forme  to  be  fo  fmguler,  that  neither  Appelles  can  perfectly 
drawe  her  portraidte  ;  nor  Fi-axiteles  trewly  frame  her  image 
and  Hkenes  in  any  kinde  of  metall.  And  the  Yike  vnablenes 
he  awardeth  vnto  Virgil  and  Horner  the  two  Paragons  of 
Poetrye,  if  they  fhould  but  once  endeuour  to  praife  her.  And 
the  like  infufhciencie  he  fayetli  would  be  found  in  TuUie\i\m.  felfe, 
if  he  Ihould  endeuour  to  commend  her.  And  then  finally  he 
excufeth  his  owne  bould  hardines  (hewed  in  prayfmg  her, 
vpon  the  forcible  extremitie,  which  he  abideth  in  Lone,  and  the 
eamefl  defire,  which  he  hath  to  pleafe. 


ffVch  is  the  Saint^  whom  I  on  earth  adore, 
>,  As  neuer  age  Ihall  know  when  this  is  pafl, 
Nor  euer  yet  hath  Hke  byn  feene  before  : 
Apelles  yf  he  Hu'd  would  fland  agaft 
^  With  coulours  to  fet  downe  her  comely  fare, 
Who  farre  excells  though  Venus  were  in  place. 
Ft'oxiteks  might  likewife  fland  in  doute 
In  metall  to  expreffe  her  forme  arighte, 
Whofe  praife  for  fhape  is  blowne  the  world  throughout: 
Nor  Virgin  could  fo  good  a  verfe  indite 
As  onely  would  fuffife  to  tell  her  name ; 
Nor  Homer  with  his  Mufe  expreffe  her  fame  ; 
Tully,  whofe  fpeach  was  boulde  in  eu'ry  caufe, 
Yf  he  were  here  to  praife  the  Saifit  I  feme, 
The  number  of  her  giftes  would  make  him  paufe, 
And  feare  to  fpeake  how  well  fhe  doth  deferue. 
Why  then  am  I  thus  bould  that  haue  no  skill  ? 
Enforfl  by  Loue  I  fhew  my  zealous  will. 

1  Here   he  a.Tudeth   vnto  the  pour-        Si     Venerem     Cous     nuttquatn 
traict  of  Venus  which  Apelles  drew  :     pinxisset  Appelles. 
as  Ouid  doth  lib.   3.   de  art.  avian. 
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In  the  firft  part  of  this  Pafsion  the  Author  prooueth,  that  hee 
abideth  more  vnreft  and  hurt  for  his  beloued,  then  euer  did 
Lceander  for  his  Hero  :  of  which  two  paramours  the  mutuall 
feruency  in  Loue  is  mofl  excellently  fet  foorth  by  Mufceus  the 
Greeke  Poet.  In  the  fecond  part  he  compareth  himfelfe  with 
Pyramus,  and  Hcemon  king  Creons  Sonne  of  Thebes,  which 
were  both  fo  true  hearted  louers,  that  through  Loue  they 
fuffered  vntimely  death,  as  Quid  metam.  lib.  4.  writeth  at  large 
of  the  one,  And  the  Greeke  Tragedian  Sophocles  in  Antig.  of 
the  other.  In  the  laft,  in  making  comparifon  of  his  paynes  in 
Loue  to  the  paines  of  Orpheus  defcendinge  to  hell  for  his 
Eurydice,  he  alludeth  to  thofe  two  verfes  in  Strozza, 

Tartara,  Cyniba,  Charon,  Pluto,  rota^  Cerberus,  angues, 

Cocytes,  Phlegeton^  Stix,  lapis,  vrna^jfitis. 


.(\\\l;7Hat  though  Leander  fwamme  in  darkfome  night, 
fJ^V  Through  troubled  Helespont  for  Heroes  fake ; 
And  loa  his  life  by  loffe  of  Sejlus  light  ? 
The  like  or  more  my  felfe  do  vndertake, 
When  eu'ry  howre  along  the  lingring  yeare, 
My  ioye  is  drownde,  and  hope  blowne  out  with 
And  what  though  Pyrani  fpent  his  vitall  breath   [feare. 
For  TJiisbes  fake  ?  or  Hoetno7i  choafe  to  die 
To  follow  his  A?ittgofie  by  death  ? 
In  harder  cafe  and  worfer  plight  am  I, 

Which  loue  as  they,  but  Hue  in  dying  flill, 
And  faine  would  die,  but  can  not  haue  my  will 
We  reade  that  Orpheus  with  his  Harpe  of  golde, 
For  his  Euridice  went  downe  to  hell : 
The  toyle  is  more,  by  that  time  all  be  tolde, 
Which  I  endure  for  her,  whofe  heart  is  fell ; 

The  SiigiaJi  Ciirre,  the  Wheele,  the  Stone,  the  Fire, 
And  Furies  all  are  plac't  in  my  defire. 
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There  needeth  no  annotation  at  all  before  this  Pafsion,  it  is  of  it 
felfe  fo  plaine,  and  eafily  conuayed.  Yet  the  vnleamed  may 
haue  this  helpe  geuen  them  by  the  way  to  know  what  Galaxia 
is,  or  Fatflohis,  which  perchaunce  they  haue  not  read  off  often 
in  our  vulgar  Rimes.  Galaxia  (to  omit  both  the  Etifuologk 
and  what  the  Philofophers  doe  write  thereof)  is  a  white  way  or 
milky  Circle  in  the  heauens,  which  Oiiid  mentioneth  in  this 
manner. 

EJi  viafublimis  ccelo  vianifejla  fereno,  Metamorph- 

Ladlea  nomen  habet,  candore  notabilis  ipfo.  ^" 

And  Cicero  thus  infomnio  Scipionis ;  Erat  autem  is  fplendidijfinw 
candore  inter  flammas  circulus  elucens,  quern  vos  \vt  a  Graijs 
accepijlis)  orbem  la(fieum  mmcupatis. 

Facflohis  is  a  riuer  in  Lidia,  which,hath  golden  fandes  vnder  it,  as 
Tibulhis  witneffeth  in  this  verfe. 
Nee  me  regna  itmant^  nee  Lydius  aurifer  amnis.     Tibul.  lib.  3. 


WHo  can  recount  the  vertues  of  my  deare, 
Or  fay  how  farre  her  fame  hath  taken  flight, 
That  can  not  tell  hoAv  many  flaiTes  appeare 
In  part  of  heau'n,  which  Galaxia  hight, 
Or  number  all  the  moates  in  Phehiis  rayes, 
Or  golden  fandes,  whereon  Pa^olus  piayes  ? 
And  yet  my  hurts  enforce  me  to  confeffe, 
In  cryflall  breafl  fhe  fhrowdes  a  bloudy  hart, 
Which  hart  in  time  will  make  her  merits  lelTe, 
Vnleffe  betimes  fhe  cure  my  deadly  fmart : 
For  nowe  my  life  is  double  dying  flill, 
And  fhe  defam'de  by  fuffrance  of  fuch  ill ; 
And  till  the  time  fhe  helpes  me  as  fhe  may, 
Let  no  man  vndertake  to  tell  my  toyle. 
But  onely  fuche,  as  can  diflinctly  fay, 
What  Monflers  Niliis  breedes,  or  Affricke  foyle  : 
For  if  he  doe,  his  labour  is  but  lofl, 
Whilfl  I  both  frie  and  freeze  twixt  flame  and  frofl. 
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Here  the  Authour  by  faynrng  a  troublefome  dreame,  exprelTeth  a 
full  Pafsion  of  Lozte.  And  how  foeuer  feme  wil  confter  of  this 
kinde  of  inuention,  it  is  euident,  that  the  like  hath  bin  vfuall 
amongfl  thofe  that  haue  excelled  in  the  fweetefl  vaine  of 
Poetrie.  And  (to  let  the  reft  goe,)  it  may  pleafe  him  that  is 
curious  to  finde  fome  prefident  hereof,  to  vifite  but  the  works 
of  Hercules  Strozza^  who  in  his  Soinnmm  hath  written  fo 
exquifitely,  that  the  Dreame  will  quite  his  trauaile,  that  Ihall 
perufe  it  with  due  attention. 


fN   Thetis  lappe,  while  Tiian  tooke  his  reft, 
I  llumbring  lay  within  my  reftleffe  bedde, 
Till  Morpheus  vfd  a  falfed  foary  ieft, 
Prefenting  her,  by  whom  I  ftill  am  ledde : 

For  then  I  thought  fhe  came  to  ende  my  wo, 
But  when  I  wakt  (alas)  t'was  nothing  fo. 
Embracing  ayre  in  fteed  of  my  delight, 
I  blamed  Loue  as  authour  of  the  guile, 
Who  with  a  fecond  fleepe  clozd  vp  my  fight, 
And  faid  (me  thought)  that  I  muft  bide  a  while 
Ixions  paines,  whofe  armes  did  oft  embrace 
Falfe  darkned  clouds,  in  fteed  of  lunoes  grace. 
When  I  had  laine  and  llumbred  thus  a  while, 
Rewing  the  dolefull  doome  that  Lone  affign'd, 
A  woman  Saint^  which  bare  an  Angels  face, 
Bad  me  awake  and  eafe  my  troubled  minde  : 
With  that  I  wakt,  forgetting  what  was  paft, 
And  fawe  t'was  Hope,  which  helped  thus  at  lail. 

lEroticon.  lib.  3. 
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In  this  Sonnet  the  Authour  is  of  opinion,  that  his  Miflres  (by  the 
fatall  appo>Titement  of  deflinie)  was  from  the  beginning  re- 
fenjed  to  Hue  in  thefe  times,  and  to  bee  the  onely  gouemeffe 
and  fubiecl  of  his  thoughtes  :  whereas  :  if  either  the  had  bene 
borne,  when  Paris  was  to  giue  fentence  vpon  Ida  for  beftowing 
the  Golden  Apple  ;  ftie  had  (as  he  fuppofeth)  bene  preferred 
before  luno^  Pallas  and  Venus,  and  moreouer  fupplied  that 
place  in  the  loue  of  kinge  Priams  fonne,  whiche  Helen  of  Greece 
obteined :  or  if  fhee  had  then  liued  when  Bacchus  tooke 
Ariadne  to  wife,  fhe  had  bene  conuayed  in  her  fteede,  vnto 
that  place  in  heau'n,  where  nowe  the  Crowne  of  Ariadne 
called  '^Corona  G7io/ca  doih  fhine  continuallie,  beinge  beautified 
with  greate  varietie  of  lightfome  ftarres. 


Rl;rHen  p7-iams  fonne  In  midfl  of  Ida  plalne 
^jnr  Gaue  one  the  price,  and  other  tvvo  the  foile, 
If  fhe  for  whom  I  flill  abide  in  paine 
Had  lined  then  within  the  Troyan  foile, 

No  doubt  but  hers  had  bene  the  golden  ball, 
Helen  had  fcaped  rape,  and  Troy  his  fall. 
Or  if  my  Dame  had  then  enioyed  life 
Wlien  Bacchus  fought  for  Ariadnaes  loue, 
No  doubt  but  fhe  had  onely  bene  his  wife, 
And  flowne  from  hence  to  fit  with  Gods  aboue  : 
For  fhe  exceedes  his  choife  of  Create  fo  farre 
As  Phehus  doth  excell  a  twinckeHng  flarre. 
But  from  the  firfl  all  fates  ha,ue  thus  affign'd, 
That  fhe  fhould  Hue  in  thefe  our  latter  dayes, 
I  thinke  to  beare  a  fway  within  my  minde 
And  feede  my  thoughtes  with  frendly  fweete  delayes  ; 
If  fo  it  be,  let  me  attend  my  chaunce, 
And  fortune  pipe  when  I  beginne  to  daunce. ' 

1  Cuius  ortum  et  occasum  memorat        2  Assai  ben   balla  a  chi   Fortuna 
Plinius  nat.  hist  lib.  i8.  c.  28.  et  c.  31.     suona. 
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The  Author  in  this  Sonnet  very  highly  commendeth  the  moft 
rare  excellencies  of  his  miftres,  auouching  her  to  haue  no  equall. 
And  he  imitateth  the  fecond  Sonnet,  Nelle  rime  di  mejfer  Agnolo 
Fiorenzuola  the  Florentine,  whofe  beginning  is  all  one  with 
that  heere  ;  and  this  it  is  : 

Deh  le  fnie  belle  donne  et  ajnorofe, 

Ditemi  il  ver  per  vojlra  corte/ia. 

Noil  }  chiara  tra  voi  la  donna  tiiia, 

Come  I' I  Sol  chiar  tra  tutte  Valtre  co/e  ? 


'E  {lately  Dames ^  whofe  beauties  farre  excell, 
Of  courtefie  confeffe  at  my  requeft, 
Doth  not  my  Loue  amongft  you  beare  the  bell, 
As  Phebus  goulden  rayes  obfcures  the  refl 
Of  Planet  StarreSy  and  dimmeth  eu'ry  light 
That  fhines  in  heau'n  or  earth  by  day  or  night  ? 
Take  wiflly  heed  in  vewing  her  fweete  face, 
Where  nature  hath  exprefl  what  ere  fhe  could 
Eather  for  bewties  blaze  or  comely  grace : 
Since  when  to  prize  her  worke  flie  breake  the  moulde, 
So  that  who  feekes  to  finde  her  Equall  out, 
Intends  a  thing  will  nere  be  brought  about 
Therefore  fweete  Ladies  all  voutchfafe  with  me 
To  folow  her  defert,  and  my  defire, 
By  prayfmg  her  vnto  the  ninth  degree, 
„    For  honour  by  due  right  is  vertues  hire. 

And  Eniiies  mouth  mufl  faye  when  all  is  donne, 
No  Bird  but  one  is  facred  to  the  funne 


XXXV.  71 


In  this  Pafsion  the  Authour,  as  being  blinded  with  Loue,  fii-fl 
compareth  himfelfe  with  Tirefias  the  old  Soothfayer  of  Thebes, 
whome  luno  depriued  of  fight ;  but  loue  rewarded  him  with 
the  fpirit  of  prophecy.  Then  he  alludeth  vnto  Adlceon :  And 
laflly  he  fheweth  why  he  is  in  worfe  cafe,  then  thofe,  which  by 
vewing  Mediifaes  heade  were  turned  into  floanes,  leefmg  both 
life  and  light  at  once  ;  and  fo  concludeth,  that  olde  accurfed 
Oedipus  of  all  other  befl  befitteth  him  for  a  companion. 


'Hen  firfl  mine  eyes  were  blinded  with  Defire^ 
7T\f  They  had  newe  feene  a  Secojid  Su?ine  whofe  face 
Though  cleere  as  beaten  fnowe,  yet  kindled  fire 
Within  my  brefl,  and  moulte  my  heart  apafe  : 
Thus  learned  I  by  proofe,  what  others  write, 
That  Suniie,  and  Jire,  and  fnowe  offend  the 
O  ten  times  happie  blinded  Theban  wight,  [fight. 

Whofe  loffe  of  fight  did  make  him  halfe  diuine, 
Where  I  (alas)  haue  lofl  both  life  and  light. 
Like  him,  whofe  homes  did  plague  his  heedles  eyen ; 
And  yet  was  he  in  better  cafe  then  I, 
Wliich  neither  liue,  nor  can  obtaine  to  dye. 
All  Perfeiis  foes  that  fawe  Medufaes  heade, 
By  leefmg  fhape  and  fenfe  were  quitte  from  thrall ; 
But  I  feele  paines,  though  bHnde  and  double  deade, 
And  was  my  felfe  efficient  caufe  of  all : 

Wherefore,  of  all  that  ere  did  ceafe  to  fee 
*  Old  Oedipus  were  meetefl  mate  for  me. 

1  Vide  Sophocl.  aut  Senecatu  //*  ir-orirfdijs  suis  de  Oedipi  miserijs. 
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Here  the  Author  mifliketh  of  his  wearifome  eflate  in  loue,  for 
that  he  neither  obtaineth  any  fauour  at  the  handes  of  his  Mif- 
tres  for  his  good  thought  or  fpeach,  nor  by  his  louinge  lookes, 
or  prefents,  nor  by  his  humilitie  in  writing,  or  long  fufferance 
m  feruitude.  And  herehence  he  blameth  her  ouerhardnes  of 
heart,  and  the  froward  conftellation  of  his  owne  natiuitie  :  and 
therewithal!  abandoning  all  further  defire  of  life,  hath  in  re- 
queft  vntimely  death,  as  the  only  end  of  his  infelicitie. 

^Ach  thought  I  thinke  is  frend  to  her  I  Loue; 

)I  flill  in  fpeach  vfe  courfe  of  gentle  wordes; 

My  louing  lookes  are  fuch  as  ought  to  moue ; 

My  giftes  as  greate  as  mine  eftate  affordes; 

My  letters  tell  in  what  a  cafe  I  ftand,      [hand; 
Though  full  of  blots  through  fault  of  trembling 
I  dewly  daunce  attendance  as  I  may, 
With  hope  to  pleafe,  and  feare  to  make  offence ; 
All  fou'raintie  to  her  I  graunt  for  aye ; 
And  where  fhe  hurtes  yet  make  I  no  defence ; 

Sobbes  are  the  fonge,  wherein  I  take  delight ; 

And  fliew'rs  of  teares  do  dayly  dimme  my  fight 
And  yet  all  this  doth  make  but  fmall  auaile, 
Her  heart  is  hard,  and  neuer  will  relent, 
No  time,  no  place,  no  prayer  can  preuaile, 
The  heau'ns  them  felues  diffauour  mine  intent : 

Why  fhould  I  then  defire  a  longer  life, 

To  weaue  therein  a  webbe  of  endleffe  flrife  ? 
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The  Author  in  this  pafsion  doth  by  manner  of  fecret  comparifon 
preferre  his  beloued  before  all  other  women  whatfoeuer :  and 
perfiiadeth  vpon  the  examples  of  all  fortes  of  Goddes  (whom 
loue  hath  ouertaken  at  one  time  or  other)  that  the  worthines  of 
his  Miflres  being  well  confidered,  his  owne  fondnes  in  loue 
muft  of  force  be  in  it  felfe  excufable. 


fF  Tone  bimfelfe  be  fubiect  vnto  Loue 
And  range  the  woodes  to  finde  a  mortal]  praiej 
If  Neptune  from  the  feas  himfelfe  remoue, 
And  feeke  on  fandes  with  earthly  wightes  to  plaie: 
Then  may  I  loue  my  peereleffe  choife  by  right, 
Who  farre  excels  each  other  mortall  wight. 
If  Pluto  could  by  loue  be  drawne  from  hell, 
To  yeeld  him  felfe  a  filly  Virgins  thrall: 
If  Phebus  could  voutfafe  on  earth  to  dwell, 
To  winne  a  niflike  maide  vnto  his  call : 

Then,  how  much  more  fhould  I  adore  the  fight 
Of  her,  in  whom  the  heau'ns  themfelues  delight? 
If  cuntrie  Pan  might  folowe  Nymphes  in  chafe. 
And  yet  through  loue  remaine  deuoyd  of  blame : 
If  Satirs  were  excufd  for  feeking  grace 
To  ioy  the  fraites  of  any  mortall  Dame: 

Then,  why  fhould  I  once  doubt  to  loue  her  flill. 
On  whom  ne  Goddes  nor  men  can  gaze  theire  fill? 


74  XXXVIIl. 

In  the  firfl  flaffe  of  this  Pafsion  the  Authour  exprefleth  howe 
fondly  his  friendes  ouertrouble  him,  by  queflioninge  with  him 
touching  his  loue,  or  accidents  thereof.     In  the  two  lad  verles 
of  the  fecond  flaffe  he  imitateth  thofe  verfes  of  Sophocles : 
"EpojTi  fiiv  vvv  6sTCS  avTaviararai 
IUkttjs  Sttws,  is  xeipaj,  ov  /caXais  (ppovet. 
OCros  yap  dpxei  Kal  dedv,  Sttus  OiXei.  In  TracJtinijs 

which  may  be  thus  Englifhed, 

That  man,  which  champion  like  willjlriue  with  Loue 
And  combate  hajtd  to  hand,  hath  little  witte: 
For  as  he  lijl  he  rules  the  Gods  aboue. 
And  in  the  lafl,  he  fetteth  downe  his  mind  fully  bent  to  per- 
fifl  conflantly  in  the  loue  and  feniice  of  his  Ladie :  Hke  to  that, 
which  Stephanus  Forcatulus  (an  excellent  Ciuilian,  and  one  of 
the  befl  Poetes  of  Fraunce  for  thefe  many  yeares)  wrote  vnto  his 
beloued  Clytia: 

Quin  nodlu  pluuium  cititis  mirahimur  arcum, 

Solque  domo  Hefperidum  mane propinquus  erit, 
Qudm  capiat  Icpidcs  miefceda  obliuio  nyniphce,  etc.  ? 


fOme  afke  me,  when,  and  how  my  loue  begunne; 
Some,  where  it  lies,  and  what  effectes  it  hath; 
Some,  who  flie  is,  by  whome  I  am  vndone; 
Some,  what  I  meane  to  treade  fo  lewde  a  path; 
I  anfwere  all  alike,  by  anfw'ring  nought, 
But,  bl^Ji  is  he,  whome  Cupid  neuer  caught: 
And  yet  I  coulde,  if  forrowe  woulde  permit. 
Tell  when  and  howe  I  fix't  my  fancie  firfl. 
And  for  whofe  fake  I  lofl  both  will  and  wit, 
And  choafe  the  path,  wherein  I  Hue  accurR : 

But  fuch  like  deedes  would  breed  a  double  foare, 
„       For  loue  gainefaide  growes  madder  then  before. 
But  note  herewith,  that  fo  my  thoughts  are  bound 
To  her  in  whome  my  libertie  lies  thrall, 
That  if  (he  would  voutchfafe  to  falue  my  wound, 
Yet  force  of  this  my  loue  fhould  neuer  fall, 

Till  Phoebus  vfe  to  rife  from  out  the  Wejl^ 
And  towardes  night  feeke  lodging  in  the  Eajl. 


XXXIX.  75 


Tlie  fecond  part  of  this  Pafsion  is  borrowed  from  out  the  fifte 
Sonnet  in  Petrarch  part  I.  whofe  words  are  thefe, 
Piu  volte  gia  per  dir  le  labbra  aperft: 
Poi  ri?na/e  la  voce  in  mezz'lpetto  : 
Ma  qualfnon  poria  maifalir  tanfalto  ? 
Piu  volte  incominciai  difcriuer  ver/i, 

Ala  la  penna,  e  la  mano,  e  lo'ntelletio 
Rimafer  vinto  nel p7-iinier  ajfalto. 


[■^T  J'Hen  firfl  thefe  eyes  beheld  with  great  delight 
^^(jT^  The  Phoejiix  of  this  world,  or  fecond  Siimie, 
Her  beames  or  plumes  bewitched  all  my  fight, 
And  loue  encreafl  the  hurte  that  was  begunne : 
Since  when  my  griefe  is  grow'ne  fo  much  the  more, 
Becaufe  I  finde  no  way  to  cure  the  foare, 
I  haue  attempted  oft  to  make  complainte, 
And  with  fome  dolefull  wordes  to  tell  my  griefe, 
But  through  my  fearefuU  heart  my  voyce  doth  fainte. 
And  makes  me  mute  where  I  fhoulde  craue  releife : 
An  other  while  I  thinke  to  write  my  paine. 
But  llreight  my  hand  laies  downe  the  pen  againe. 
Sometimes  my  mind  with  heapes  of  doubtefuU  cares 
Conioyn'd  with  fawning  hoapes  is  fore  opprefl, 
And  fometime  fuddeine  ioy  at  vnawares 
Doth  moue  to  much,  and  fo  doth  hurte  my  brefl; 

What  man  doth  Hue  in  more  extreemes  then  thefe, 
Where  death  doth  feeme  a  life,  and  paines  doc 
pleafe  ? 


76  XL. 


The  fenfe  contained  in  this  Sonnet  will  feeme  flraunge  to  fuch  as 
neuer  haue  acquainted  themfelues  with  Loue  and  his  Lawes,  be- 
caufe  of  the  contrarieties  mentioned  therein.  But  to  fuch,  as 
Loue  at  any  time  hath  had  vnder  his  banner,  all  and  euery 
part  of  it  will  appeare  to  be  a  familier  tnieth.  It  is  almoft 
word  for  word  taken  out  of  Petrarch,  (where  hee  beginneth, 

Pace  non  truouo,  e  non  ho  dafar  guerra;        Parte  prima 

E  temo,  efpero,  etc.  ?)  Sonet  105. 

All,  except  three  verfes,  which  this  Authour  hath  neceflarily 

added,  for  perfedling  the  number,  which  hee  hath  determined 

to  vfe  in  euery  one  of  thefe  his  Pafsions. 


Vm   loy  not  peace,  where  yet  no  warre  is  found; 
^    I  feare,  and  hope;  I  bume,  yet  freeze  withall; 

I  mount  to  heau'n,  yet  lie  but  on  the  ground; 

I  compaffe  nought,  and  yet  I  compaffe  all; 
I  liue  her  bond,  which  neither  is  my  foe, 
Nor  frend;  nor  holdes  me  fafl,  nor  lets  me  goe; 
Loue  will  not  that  I  liue,  nor  lets  me  die; 
Nor  lockes  me  faft,  nor  fuffers  me  to  fcape; 
I  want  both  eyes  and  tongue,  yet  fee  and  cry; 
I  wifh  for  death,  yet  after  helpe  I  gape; 

I  hate  my  felfe,  but  loue  an  other  wight; 

And  feede  on  greefe,  in  lieu  of  fweete  delight; 
At  felfe  fame  time  I  both  lament  and  ioy; 
I  flill  am  pleafd,  and  yet  difpleafed  flill; 
Loue  fometimes  feemes  a  God,  fometimes  a  Boy; 
Sometimes  I  fmcke,  fometimes  I  fwimme  at  will; 

Twixt  death  and  life,  fmall  difference  I  m.ake; 

All  this  deere  Dame  befals  me  for  thy  fake. 


XL  I.  77 


Tliis  Pafsion  is  framed  vpon  a  fomewliat  tedious  or  too  much 
affeded  continuation  of  that  figure  in  Rhethorique,  whiche  of 
the  Grekes  is  called  ■n-aXiko'yia  or  dvaSiTrXwcris,  of  the  Latines 
Reduphcatio:  whereof  Siifenbrotus  (if  I  well  remember  me) 
alleadgeth  this  example  out  of  Virgilly 

Sequitur pulcherriinus  Aujlury  ^nelA  la 

Aiijlur  equo  fidens. 


f  Happy  men  that  finde  no  lacke  in  Loue-y 
I  Loue^  and  lacke  what  mofl  I  do  defire; 
My  deepe  defire  no  reafon  can  remoue; 
All  reafon  fhunnes  mybrefl,  that's  fet  one  fire; 
And  fo  the  fire  mainetaines  both  force  and  flame, 
That  force  auayleth  not  againfl  the  fame; 
One  onely  helpe,  can  flake  this  burning  heate, 
Which  burning  heate  proceedeth  from  her  face, 
Wliofe  face  by  lookes  bewitched  my  conceite, 
Through  which  conceite  I  Hue  in  woefull  cafe ; 
O  woefull  cafe,  which  hath  no  ende  of  woe. 
Till  woes  haue  ende  by  fauour  of  my  foe; 
And  yet  my  foe  mainetaineth  fuch  a  Warre, 
As  all  her  Warre  is  nothing  els  but  Peace; 
But  fuch  a  Peace,  as  breedeth  fecreat  larre. 
Which  larre  no  witte,  nor  force,  nor  time  can  ceafe; 
Yet  ceafe  defpaire :  for  time  by  witte,  or  force, 
May  force  my  frendly  foe  to  take  remorfe. 


78  XL  II. 


In  this  Pafsion  the  Authour  vnder  colour  of  telling  his  dreame 
doth  very  cunningly  and  liuely  praife  his  Miflres,  fo  farre  forth, 
as  not  onely  to  prefer  her  before  Helen  of  Greece  for  excellencie 
of  beautie,  but  alfo  before  ho  we  many  foeuer  are  nowe  lining 
in  this  our  age.  The  dreame  of  it  felfe  is  fo  plainely  and 
effedlually  fet  downe  (albeit  in  fewe  wordes)  that  it  neede  no 
further  annotation  to  explaine  it. 


fHis  latter  night  amidfl  my  troubled  reft 
A  Difmall  Dreame  my  fearefull  hart  appald, 
Whereof  the  fomme  was  this :  Loue  made  a  Feafl, 
To  which  d!^  Neighbour,  Saintes  and  6^t7^i"  were  calde : 
The  cheere  was  more  then  mortallmen  can  thinke, 
And  mirth  grew  on,  by  taking  in  their  drinke. 
Then  loue  amidfl  his  cuppes  for  femice  done 
Gan  thus  to  iefl  with  Ganyinede  his  boy; 
I  faine  would  finde  for  thee  my  preaty  Sonne 
A  fayrer  Wife,  then  Paris  brought  to  Troy : 

Why,  fir,  quoth  he,  if  Phebus  fland  my  frend,  [end. 
Who  know's  the  world,  this  geere  will  foone  haue 
Then  loue  replide  that  Phebus  fhould  not  choofe 
But  do  his  beft  to  finde  the  fayrefl  face; 
And  (he  once  found  fhould  neither  will  nor  choofe 
But  yeelde  her  felfe,  and  chaunge  her  dwelling  place; 
Alas,  how  much  was  then  my  hart  affright. 
Which  bade  me  wake  and  watch  my  faire  delight  ? 


XLIII.  79 


The  fenfe  or  matter  of  this  Pafsion  is  taken  out  of  Seraphine  in  his 
Strmnhotti,  who  writeth  thus, 

Se  Salamaiidra  infiamma  vine,  e  mfuoco^ 

Non  niejinpi/ce  quel  chefii  naiuray 
Ma  cojlei  che  e  di  giaccio,  e  to  difiioco, 

E  ill  mezo  del  niio  cuor  viiie  ficura  ; 
Chi  la  defende  in  cofc  ardentejuoco, 

Che  douendo  fgiiagliar  diuenta  dura  ? 
Solo  Amor  di  Natura  aspro  aduer/ario, 

Che  hfiio  dif petto  vnifce  ogni  contrario. 


fHe  Salammider  Hues  in  fire  and  flame, 
And  yet  but  wonder  fmall  in  Natures  worke : 
By  flraunger  force  lotie  mnnes  away  her  fame, 
As  caufnig  colde  in  midd  of  heat  to  lurke. 

Who  lifl  of  thefe  my  paines  to  take  the  view, 
Will  foone  confeffe  that  what  I  fay,  is  true. 
For  one  as  colde  as  hardefl  frozen  yfe. 
Is  fixed  fafl,  and  lodgeth  in  my  brefl; 
Whome  reafon  can  remoue  by  no  deuife, 
Nor  any  force  can  caufe  to  let  me  refl : 

And  yet  I  flill  fo  fwimme  in  hoate  defire, 
That  more  I  burne  then  either  flame  or  fire. 
How  flraunge  is  this?  can  contraries  fo  gree, 
That  Ife  in  flame  will  neither  wafLe  nor  melt, 
But  flill  encreafe,  and  harder  growe  to  bee, 
Then  erfl  before?  all  this  my  felfe  haue  felt. 

For  Loue  Dame  Natures  foe,  without  remorfe, 
Thus  coopleth  contraries  in  me  by  force. 


8o  XLIIII. 


In  this  Pafsion  the  Authour  mifliketh  one  while  his  eflate,  and 
by  and  by  after  lilceth  of  the  fame  againe,  vppon  hoape  and 
likelyhoode  of  amendment,  and  throughout  the  whole  Sonnet 
hee  fayneth  his  Miflres  to  bee  a  Second  Simne:  and  by  ex- 
prefsinge  his  priuate  infehcitie,  in  either  alwayes  meUinge 
away  with  Loue,  or  growinge  fliffe  throughe  Death  approach- 
inge  neere  him  by  reafon  of  dayly  cares,  hee  maketh  allufion 
vnto  the  diuerfe  effe6les  of  the  Sunne,  whiche  maketh  the  clay 
much  harder,  and  the  wax  fofter,  then  it  was  before. 


fHat  Second Sunne^  whofe  beames  haue  dimd  my  fight, 
So  fcorched  hath  my  hart  and  fenfes  all, 
That  cloggd  with  cares,  and  voide  of  all  delight, 
I  onely  feeke,  and  fue  to  be  her  thrall; 
Yet  foe  this  heate  increafeth  day  by  day. 
That  more  and  more  it  hafl'neth  my  decay. 
Sometimes  I  melt,  as  if  my  limmes  were  wex, 
Sometimes  grow  fliffe,  as  if  they  were  of  clay; 
Thrife  happy  he  whome  Loue  doth  neuer  vexe, 
For  any  Second  Sunne  doth  mealt  away : 

Nay  curfed  I  blafpheme  the  fayrefl  Light 
That  euer  yet  was  feene  by  day  or  night. 
Perchaunce  her  parching  heates  will  once  repair^ 
My  hart  againe,  and  make  me  all  anew : 
The  Phenix  fo  reuiues  amids  the  ayre 
By  vertue  of  that  Sunne  which  all  men  view: 
The  vertue  of  my  Sunne  exceedes  the  fkye. 
By  her  I  fhall  reuiue,  though  firfl  I  die. 


XLV.  8i 


The  Authour  vfeth  in  this  Pafsion  the  like  fenfe  to  that  which 
he  had  in  the  lafl  before  it,  calling  his  Miftres  a  Second  Szinne 
vpon  earth,  wherewith  Heauen  it  felfe  is  become  in  Loue:  But 
Avhen  he  compiled  this  Sonnet,  he  thought  not  to  haue  placed 
it  amongft  thefe  his  EngliTn  toyes. 


tOelices  alij  iuuenes,  qtios  hlandula  Cypris 
Apios  feat  amoribus^ 

Exoptare  folent  tenehrofa  crepufcula  no^is, 
Atirof'ce  inaledicere: 
At  niiilto  ejl  mihi  chara  7nagis  pidcherrima  coniux 

Tythoni  gelidifenis, 
Diim  venit  in  prima  fur gentis  parte  diei, 

Et  Soles  gemiiios  mihi 
Apperit,  et  moeflo  foelices  reddit  ocelloSj 

Quod  Soles  v  id  earn  duos, 
Qui  fi?nili  forma,  fimilific  luce  corufcant, 

Et  inittunt  radios  pares, 
Vt  Polus  ipfe  nouo  Terrcs.  laqueatus  amore 

Elammis  inuideat  vieis, 
So  lis  et  ignotofe  torreat  ignefecundi, 

Oblitus  decor  is  fiii, 
Haudfecus  atque  olim,  Cum  veris prima  venujlai 

Multo  flore  fuperbijt, 
Et  nitidos  primiimflrophijs  ornare  capillos 

Fulchri  Naiadum  chori. 


82  XLVI. 


Here  the  Author  "bewaileth  the  extremitie  of  his  eftate  growinge 
dayly  to  be  more  troublefome  then  before,  and  all  through  the 
hard  hart  of  his  beloued  :  whome  he  therefore  aptly  compareth 
vnto  a  flony  rocke,  which  nothinge  can  moue  or  wafle  awaye 
but  longe  continuance  of  time.  And  hereuppon,  after  hauing 
longe  flriued  with  himfelfe  and  his  pafsions,  hee  is  quyetly 
refolued  to  haue  patience,  and  fo  long  to  perfeuer  in  the  ftill 
hoping  minde  of  a  trewe  louer,  till  by  long  continuance  of  time 
Loue  be  induced  to  flande  his  friend. 


SyAxLl  yee  that  loue  compare  your  palnes  with  mine, 
(^^  Which  voyde  of  hoape  continue  flill  her  thrall, 
Whofe  heart  is  hard,  and  neuer  will  afligne 
A  raunfome  day,  nor  once  will  bow  at  all, 

Much  Hke  the  flony  rocke,  whofe  hardned  fide 
Will  fcarfely  weare  with  courfe  of  time  or  tide. 
And  yet,  fmce  time  can  weare  each  thinge  away, 
I  will  enforce  my  felfe  to  Hue  content. 
Till  fo  my  thoughtes  haue  fed  vpon  delay. 
That  Reafon  rule  the  roafl  and  lone  relent ; 

0  vaine  attempt  in  fLriuing  with  Difpaire, 

1  build  nought  els  but  caftles  in  the  ayre. 
For  why  :  the  Sunne  may  fooner  fhine  by  night. 
And  twinckhng  fLarres  giue  glimfmge  fparkes  by  day : 
Then  I  can  ceafe  to  ferue  my  Sweefe  delight, 
Whome  neither  force  nor  time  can  driue  away : 

Therefore  in  hoape  that  loue  will  ftand  my  frend 
I  thus  conclude,  Each  thing  but  loue  hath  end. 


XL  VII.  83 


This  Pafsion  conteineth  a  relation  through  out  from  line  to  line  ; 
as,  from  euery  line  of  the  firft  ftaife  as  it  flandeth  in  order, 
vnto  euery  line  of  the  fecond  ftaffe  :  and  from  the  fecond  flafife 
vnto  the  third.  The  oftener  it  is  read  of  him  that  is  no  great 
clarke,  the  more  pleafure  he  fhall  haue  in  it.  And  this  pofie  a 
fcholler  fet  down  ouer  this  Sonnet,  when  he  had  well  confi- 
dered  of  it  :  Tarn  cafu,  quani  arte  et  indujlria.  The  two  fii"ft 
lines  are  an  imitation  of  SerapJwie,  Sonnetto  103. 

Col  tempo  el  Villanello  al  giogo  mena 
El  Torfifiero,  efi  crudo  animale, 
Col  tempo  el  Falcon  s'vfa  d,  menar  Pale 
E  ritornare  a  te  chiamando  h  pena 


UT^N  time  the  Bull  is  brought  to  weare  the  yoake  j 
^  In  time  all  haggred  Haukes  will  floope  the  Lures; 
In  time  fmall  wedge  will  cleaue  the  flurdiefl  Oake; 
In  time  the  Marble  weares  with  weakefl  fhewres  : 
More  fierce  is  my  fweete  loue^  more  hard  withall, 
Then  Beafl,  or  Birde,  then  Tree,  or  Stony  wall. 
No  yoake  preuailes,  fhee  will  not  yeeld  to  might ; 
No  Lure  will  caufe  her  floope,  fhe  beares  full  gorge ; 
No  wedge  of  woes  make  printe,  flie  reakes  no  right; 
No  fhewre  of  tears  can  moue,  flie  thinkes  I  forge : 

Helpe  th.QrdoxQ.Beau'fiiy  Boy,  come  perce  herbrefl 
With  that  fame  fhaft,  which  robbes  me  of  my  refl. 
So  let  her  feele  thy  force,  that  fhe  relent ; 
So  keepe  her  lowe,  that  fhe  vouchfafe  a  pray ; 
So  frame  her  will  to  right,  that  pride  be  fpent ; 
So  forge,  that  I  may  fpeede  without  delay  ; 

Which  if  thou  do,  I'le  fwearc,  and  finge  with  ioy, 
That  Zone  no  longer  is  a  blinded  Boy. 


84  XLVIII. 


This  Pafsion  contcineth  two  principal  pointes.  In  the  firfl  are 
placed  two  fimilitudes  ;  in  both  which  the  Authour  expreffeth 
his  own  wilfulnes  in  loue.  In  the  fecond,  he  compareth  the 
beautifull  eyes  of  his  Mijlrcjfe  vnto  the  eyes  of  tlie  Bafdique, 
which  killeth  a  man  with  his  onely  fight  being  a  farre  of : 
whereof  Lucan  lib.  9.  faith  thus, 

Sibilaque  effuiidens  amc^as  terrentia  pejles^ 
Antevenena  nocens,  lat^  ftbi fubmouet  onine 
Vulgtis,  et  in  vacua  regnat  Bafdicus  areiza. 
And  Mantiian  in  like  manner, 

Natus  in  ardenti  Libya  Bafdifcus  arena, 
Vulna'at  asj>edlu,  himinibufque  necat. 


'Ike  as  the  fillie  Bird zxmA^  the  night, 
(^When  Birders  beate  the  bufn,  and  fnake  his  neil, 
He  fluttring  forth  flreight  flies  vnto  the  light, 
As  if  it  were  the  day  newe  fprong  from  Eafi, 
Where  fo  his  wilfull  wings  confume  away. 
That  needes  he  mufl  become  the  Birders  pray : 
Or,  as  the  Flye,  when  candles  are  alight, 
Still  playes  about  the  flame  vntill  he  burne  : 
Euen  fo  my  heart  hath  feene  a  heau'nly  fight, 
Wherehence  againe  it  hardly  can  returne  : 

The  beames  thereof  con teine  fuch  wondrous  flame, 
That  lone  him  felfe  would  burne  to  fee  the  fame. 
I  meane  a  Virgins  face,  whofe  beautie  rare, 
Much  like  the  Bafdique  in  Lyhia  foyle. 
With  onely  fight  is  caufe  of  all  my  care. 
And  loads  my  yeelding  heart  with  endleffe  toyle ; 
Yet  needes  I  mufl  confeffe  fhe  hath  more  grace. 
Then  ail  the  NimpJies  that  haunt  Dianacs  chafe. 


XLIX.  85 


The  Author  in  this  Song  bewrayeth  his  dayly  Pafsions  in  loue  to 
be  fo  troublefome,  that  to  auoide  the  flames  thereof,  hee  gladly 
and  faine  would  yeelde  himfelfe  to  die,  were  it  not  that  he 
feareth  a  further  inconuenience  would  then  arife.  For  he 
doubteth  leafl  thofe  flames,  wherein  his  foule  continuallye 
bumeth,  fiiall  make  Charon  afraide  to  gvaunt  him  paffage  ouer 
the  Lake  of  Stix,  by  rcafon,  his  old  wiihered  boat  is  apt  to 
take  fire. 


WO  great  a  Light  hath  fet  my  mind  on  fire, 
(j^That  flelh  and  boane  confume  with  fecreat  flame, 
Each  vaine  dries  vp,  wit  yeeldes  to  deepe  defire : 
I  fcarce  (alas)  dare  fay,  for  very  fhame. 

How  faine  my  foule  an  interchaunge  would  make 
Twixt  this  her  prefent  State  and  Limbo  lake; 
And  yet  flie  dread's,  leafl  \vhen  fhe  partes  from  hence, 
Her  Heates  be  fuch,  that  Charon  will  retire, 
And  let  her  paffe  for  prayer,  nor  for  ^ pence, 
For  feare  his  with'red  boat  be  fet  on  fire ; 

So  daung'rous  are  the  flames  of  Mighty  Loue 
In  Stix  it  felfe,  in  earth,  or  heau'n  aboue. 
Wlierefore  deere  Dame  voutchfafe  to  rew  my  cafe, 
And  falue  the  foare  which  thou  thy  felfe  haft  made  : 
My  Heates  firfl,  grew  by  gazing  on  thy  face, 
Whofe  lights  were  fuch,  that  I  could  find  no  fliade  : 
And  thou  my  weary  Soule  bend  all  thy  force, 
By  Plaintes  and  Teares  to  moue  her  to  remorfe. 

*  Naulum  intelllgit,  de  quo  luuenal :  Miserinn  cst^ost  omnia perdere  naulum. 


86  L. 


In  this  Pafsion  is  effe6lually  fet  downe,  in  how  ftraunge  a  cafe  he 
liueth  that  is  in  loue,  and  in  how  contrary  an  eftate  to  all  other 
men,  which  are  at  defiaunce  with  the  like  follye.  And  this  the 
AuthoLir  expreffeth  here  in  his  owne  perfon  :  therewithall  call- 
ing vpon  Loue,  to  ftand  his  frend  ;  or,  if  he  faile,  vpon  death, 
to  cut  of  his  wearyfome  life. 


WHile  Others  feede,  my  fancy  makes  me  fafl ; 
^^^  While  others  Hue  fecure,  I  feare  mifchaunce ; 
I  dread  no  force,  where  other  fland  agad ; 
I  follow  fute  where  Fortune  leades  the  Daunce^ 
Who  like  a  mumming  mate  fo  throwes  the  Dice, 
That  Reafon  leefmg  all,  Loue  winnes  the  price; 
Which  Loue  by  force  fo  worketh  in  my  brefl, 
That  needes  perforce  I  mufl  encHne  my  will 
To  die  in  dreames,  whiles  others  Hue  in  reft, 
And  Hue  in  woes  while  others  feele  none  ill. 

O  gentle  Death  let  heere  my  dayes  haue  ende, 
Or  mightie  Loiie^  fo  vfe  me  as  thy  frend. 
Mine  eyes  are  worne  with  teares,  my  wittes  with  woe, 
My  coulour  dride  with  cares,  my  hart  with  paines, 
My  win  bewitcht,  my  Hmmes  confumed  foe, 
That  fcarfely  bloud,  or  vitall  breath  remaynes : 

While  others  ioy,  or  lleepe,  I  wayle  and  wake : 
All  this  (Deere  Dame,)  I  fuffer  for  thy  fake. 


LI.  87 


Tityus  -was  t"he  fonne  of  Iiipitcr,  and  for  attempting  to  diflioneft 
Lafona,  was  llaine  by  Apollo.  Since  which  time  the  Poetes 
faine  that  for  punifliment  he  lieth  in  hell,  miferably  tormented 
with  a  rauening  Vultttre,  which  feedeth  vpon  his  bowels  con- 
tinuallie  :  and  they  as  they  are  confumed,  ftill  miraculoufly 
growe  vp  againe,  to  breed  his  endlefle  miferie,  as  the  Poet 
witneffeth, 

Q'uid  dicam  Tityum,  cuius  fub  vulnere  fceuo         Claud,  in  Gi- 
Vifca-a  na/cuntur  grauibus  certaiitia  poenis  ?        gantomachia. 
The  Authour  compareth  his  pafsions  with  the  paines  of  this 
Tityus^  and  imitateth  Seneca  writing  to  the  like  effect, 
Vultur  reli<flo  tranfuolet  Tityo  ferusy 
Meumque  pcentz  femper  accrefcat  iecur. 


VlT^  F  Tityus  wretched  \\aght  beheld  my  paines, 

\\\ 

rjj^  He  would  confeffe  his  woundes  to  be  but  fmall, 

A  Vultur  woife  then  his  teares  all  my  vaines, 

Yet  neuer  lets  me  die,  nor  Hue  at  all : 

Would  Gods  a  while  I  might  poffeffe  his  place, 

To  iudge  of  both,  which  were  in  better  cafe. 

The  Hell  is  darke,  wherein  he  fuffreth  fmarte, 

And  wants  not  fome  Compartners  of  his  greefe  : 

I  Hue  in  Light,  and  fee  what  hurtes  my  hart, 

But  want  fome  mourning  mates  for  my  releefe  ; 

His  Paine  is  iufl  rewarde,  his  crimes  were  fuch  : 

My  greatefl  fault  is  this,  I  loue  too  much. 

"\Miy  then,  fmce  too  much  loue  can  breede  offence, 

Thou  daung'rous  Bird,  the  roote  of  my  defire, 

Goe  pearch  elswhere,  remoue  thy  felfe  from  hence  ; 

I  freeze  like  Ife,  and  burne  like  flaming  fire  : 

Yet  flay  good  Bird  :  for  if  thou  foare  away, 

Twixt  FroR  and  Flame  my  dayes  will  foone  decay. 


88  LI  I. 


Here  the  Authour  after  fome  dolorous  difcourfe  of  his  vnhap- 
pines,  and  rehearfall  of  feme  particular  hurtes  which  he 
fufheineth  in  the  purfute  of  his  loue  :  firft  queflioneth  with  his 
Lady  of  his  deferte  ;  and  then,  as  hauinge  made  a  fufficiente 
proofe  of  his  innocency,  perfwadeth  her  to  pitie  him,  whom 
fhe  herfelfe  hath  hurte.  Moreouer  it  is  to  be  noted,  that  the 
firft  letters  of  all  the  verfes  in  this  Pafsion  being  ioyned  together 
as  they  Hand,  do  conteine  this  pofie  agreeable  to  his  meaning, 
Amor  mepimgit  et  vrit. 


A  VAc  World  of  woes  doth  raigne  within  mybrefl, 

m  (^^  My  penfiue  thoughtes  are  cou'red  all  with  care, 

o  Of  all  that  fmg  the  Swaiuie  doth  pleafe  me  befl. 

r  Reflraint  of  ioyes  exiles  my  woonted  fare, 

M  Mad  mooded  Loue  vfurping  Reafons  place 

e  Extremitie  doth  ouer  rule  the  cafe. 

P  Paine  drieth  vp  my  vaines  and  vitall  bloud, 

u  Vnleffe  the  Saint  I  feme  geue  helpe  in  time  : 

n  None  els,  but  fhe  alone,  can  do  me  good. 

g  Graunt  then  ye  Gods,  that  firft  fhe  may  not  clime 

i  Immortall  heau'ns,  to  Hue  with  Sarnies  aboue, 

t  Then  fhe  vouchfafe  to  yeeld  me  loue  for  loue. 

E  Examine  well  the  time  of  my  diflreffe 

t  Thou  dainty  Dai?te,  for  whom  I  pine  away, 

V  Vnguyltie  though,  as  needes  thou  mufl  confeffe, 

r  Remembring  but  the  caufe  of  my  decay  : 

i  In  vewing  thy  fweete  face  arofe  my  griefe, 

t.  Therefore  in  tyme  vouchfafe  me  fome  reliefe. 
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The  two  firfl  partes  of  this  Sonnet,  are  an  imitation  of  certaine 
Greeke  veifes  of  Theocritus  ;  which  verfes  as  they  are  tranflated 
by  many  good  Poets  of  later  dayes,  fo  mofle  aptlye  and  plaiueiy 
by  C.  Vrcinus  Velius  in  his  Epigrammes ;  hee  beginnetli  thus, 
Nuper  apis  fu7'e7n  pupHgit  violeiiter  Amorem 
Ipfum  ex  alueolis  clam  viella  fauofque  legcntem, 
Cui  fiunmos  7?iaiiuum  digitos  cojifixit,  at  ilk 
Jjidoluit,  lafce  tmnuerunt  vubiere palmcE : 
Flanxit  hzimiwi,  etfaltu  trepidans  piilfatdt,  et  ipfi 
OJiendens  Veneris  cafn7n  narrauit  acerb mn^  etc. 


i\^"Ti7'Here  tender  Lone  had  laide  him  downe  to  fleepe, 
^y[^  A  Httle  Bee  fo  flong  his  fingers  end, 

That  burning  ache  enforced  him  to  weepe 
And  call  for  '^Fhebus  Sonne  to  (land  his  frend, 
To  whome  he  cride,  I  miife  fo  fmall  a  thing 
Can  pricke  thus  deepe  with  fuche  a  Httle  Sting. 
Why  fo,  fweet  Boy^  quoth  V^eiius  fitting  by? 
Thy  felfe  is  yong,  thy  arrowes  are  but  fmall 
And  yet  thy  fhotte  makes  hardefl  harts  to  cry? 
To  Phehiis  Sunne  flie  turned  therewithall, 

And  prayde  him  fhew  his  skill  to  cure  the  fore, 
Whofe  like  her  Boy  had  neuer  felt  before. 
Then  he  with  Herbes  recured  foone  the  wound, 
Which  being  done,  he  threw  the  Herbes  away,   [ground, 
Whofe  force,  through  touching  Loiie^   in   felfe   fame 
By  hapleffe  hap  did  breede  my  hartes  decay : 

For  there  they  fell,  where  long  my  hart  had  li'ne 
To  waite  for  Lone,  and  what  he  fhould  affigne. 

1  AEscuIapius. 


90  L 1 1 1 1. 


In  this  Pafsion  the  Authour  boafleth,  howe  found  a  pleafure  he 
lately  enioyed  in  the  companie  of  his  Beloued,  by  pleafing 
effedlually  all  his  fiue  fenfes  exterior,  and  that  through  the  onely 
benefite  of  her  friendly  prefence,  and  extraordinarie  fauour  to- 
wards him.  And  in  many  choyfe  particulars  of  this  Sonnet, 
he  imitateth  here  and  there  a  verfe  of  Ronfardes,  in  a  certaine 
Elegie  to  lanet pemfre  du  Roy:  which  beginneth  thus, 

Fei7i  moi,  Janet,  pein  moi  ie  tefupplie 

Dans  ce  tableau  les  beautes  de  77i'amie 

De  lafa^ouy  etc. 


i^VviT'Hat  happie  howre  was  that  I  lately  pall 
^fy^  With  her,  in  whome  I  fedde  my  fenfes  all? 
With  one  fure  fealed  kiffe  I  pleas'd  my  tall; 
Mine  eares  with  woordes,  which  feemed  Muficall; 

My  fmelling  with  her  breath,  like  Ciuet  fweete; 

My  touch  in  place  where  modeflie  thought  meete. 
But  (hall  I  fay,  what  obiectes  held  mine  eye? 
Her  curled  Lockes  of  Golde,  like  Tagtis  fandes; 
Her  Forehead  fmooth  and  white  as  luory^ 
Where  Glory ^  State  and  BaJJifulbies  held  handes; 

Her  Eyes,  one  making  Peace,  the  other  Warres; 

By  Venus  one,  the  other  rul'd  by  Mars ; 
Her  Egles  Nofe;  her  Scarlate  Cheekes  halfe  white; 
Her  Teeth  of  Orient  Pearle;  her  gracious  fmile; 
Her  dimpled  Chinne;  her  Breafl  as  cleere  as  light; 
Her  Hand  like  hers,  ^who  Tithon  did  beguile. 

For  worldly  ioyes  who  might  compare  with  mee, 

While  thus  I  fedde  each  fenfe  in  his  degree? 

1  Aurora. 


LV.  91 


The  whole  inuention  of  all  this  Pafsion  is  deducTled  out  of  Sera- 
phine,  Sonnet  63.  whofe  verfes  if  you  reade,  you  will  iudge  tliis 
Authors  imitation  the  more  praife  worthy;  thefe  they  are, 
Coi7ie  alma  affai  b  ram  of  a  e  poco  accorta 

Che  mai  vijio  hauea  amor/e  mon  depinto, 
Difpofc  vn  di  cercarfno  LaboHnto, 
Vedere  el  mon  ^ro,  e  tanta  gente  morta. 
Ma  queljil  deragion  che  chi  per  fcorta 
Del  qualfu  tutto  el  ceco  loco  cinto 
Subito,  ahime,  fu  da  ltd  rotto  e  vinto^ 
Talche  maipiu  irouarfeppi  la  porta. 


viivyr.  Y  heedeleffe  hart  which  Loue  yet  neuer  knew, 
xS^,  ^^^  ^^  ^^  '^^^  defcrib'd  with  Painters  hand, 

One  day  amongfl  the  reft  would  needes  goe  view 
The  Labyrinth  of  Loue^  with  all  his  band. 
To  fee  the  Minotaure  his  ougly  face, 
And  fach  as  there  lay  Haine  within  the  place. 
But  foone  my  guiding  thrid  by  Reafon  fpunne, 
Wherewith  I  pafl  a  long  his  darkefome  caue, 
Was  broake  (alas)  by  him,  and  oueminne, 
And  I  perforce  became  his  captiue  flaue : 

Since  when  as  yet  I  neuer  found  the  way 
To  leaue  that  maze,  wherein  fo  many  flray. 
Yet  thou  on  whome,  mine  eyes  haue  gaz'd  fo  longe 
May'fl,  if  thou  wilt,  play  Ariadnaes  part, 
And  by  a  fecond  Thrid  reuenge  the  wronge, 
Which  through  deceit  hath  hurt  my  guiltleffe  hart; 
Vouchfafe  in  time  to  faue  and  fet  me  free, 
Which  feeke  and  feme  none  other  Sai7it  but  thee. 
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The  firfl  Staflfe  of  this  Pafsion  is  much  like  vnto  that  inuention  of 
Sa-aphine  in  his  Strambotti,  where  he  faith, 

Morte:  che  void?  te  bramo:  Eccomi  appreffb; 

Prendemi:  a  che?  che  manchi  el  mio  dolore; 
Non  pojfo:  ohime,  non  piwi?  non  per  adejfo ; 
Per  che?  perb  che  in  te  7ion  regna  il  core.  etc. 
The  fecond  Staffe  fomewhat  imitateth  an  other  of  his  Strambotti 
m  the  fame  leafe ;  it  beginneth  thus, 

Amor,  amor:  chi  ^  quel  che  chiama  tanto? 
Vn  tuo  fertio  fidel ;  uon  ti  conofco;  etc. 
The  Authour  in  the  lafte  Staffe,  returneth  to  entreate  Death  a 
new,  to  ende  his  dayes,  as  being  halfe  perf waded  that  Loue 
would  reflore  vnto  him  his  hart  againe. 


A^Ome  gentle  Death;  who  cals?  one  thats  opprefl: 

|[?^What  is  thy  will?  that  thou  abridge  my  woe, 
By  cutting  of  my  life;  ceafe  thy  requefl, 
I  cannot  kill  thee  yet:  alas,  why  foe? 
Thou  want'fl  thy  Hart.  Who  floale  the  fame  away? 
Loue.,  whom  thou  fem'ft,  intreat  him  fi  thou  may. 

Come,  come,  come  Loiie\  who  calleth  me  fo  oft? 

Thy  Vaffall  true,  whome  thou  (hould'fl  know  by  right. 

What  makes  thy  cry  fo  faint?  my  voyce  is  fofte, 

And  almofl  fpent  by  wayling  day  and  night. 

Why  then,  whats  thy  requefl?  that  thou  reflore 
To  me  my  Hart,  and  fleale  the  fame  no  more. 

And  thou,  O  Death,  when  I  poffeffe  my  Hart^ 

Difpatch  me  then  at  once:  why  fo? 

By  promife  thou  art  bound  to  end  my  fmart. 

Why,  if  thy  Hart  returne,  then  whats  thy  woe? 
That  brought  from  colde,  It  neuer  will  defire 
To  refl  with  me,  which  am  more  bote  then  fire. 
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Here  the  Authour  cheerefully  comforting  himfelfe,  rebuTceth  all 
thofe  his  frendes,  or  others  whatfouer,  which  pitie  his  eflate 
in  Lone :  and  groundeth  his  inuention,  for  the  mofte  part,  vpon 
the  old  Latine  Prouerbe,  Cov.fuetiido  ejl  altera  iiahwa.  Which 
Prouerbe  hee  confirmeth  by  two  examples ;  the  one,  of  him, 
that  being  borne  farre  North  feldome  ketcheth  colde ;  the  other 
of  the  Negro,  which  beinge  borne  vnder  a  hote  climate,  is 
neuer  fmoothered  with  ouermuch  heate. 


SiyiX  LI  yee,  that  greeue  to  thinke  my  death  fo  neere, 
^^  Take  pitie  on  your  felues,  whofe  tliought  is  blind; 
Can  there  be  Day,  vnleffe  fome  Light  appeare? 
Can  fire  be  colde,  which  yeeldeth  heate  by  kinde? 
If  Lone  were  pail,  my  life  would  foone  decay, 
Loue  bids  me  hoape,  and  hoape  is  all  my  flay. 
And  you,  that  fee  in  what  eftate  I  ftand. 
Now  hote,  now  colde,  and  yet  am  liuing  flill, 
Perfuade  your  felues,  Lone  hath  a  mightie  hand. 
And  cuflome  frames,  what  pleafeth  befl  her  wil. 
A  ling'ring  vfe  of  Lone  hath  taught  my  brefl 
To  harbor  ftrife,  and  yet  to  liue  in  reft. 
The  man  that  dwelles  faiTe  North,  hath  feldome  harme 
With  blafl  of  winters  ^vind  or  nipping  frofl : 
The  Negro  feldome  feeles  himfelfe  too  warme 
^  If  he  abide  within  his  natiue  coafl; 
So,  Lone  in  me  a  Secojid  Natiire  is, 
And  cuflome  makes  me  thinke  my  Woes  are  BlilTe. 

1  For  both  experience  teacheth  and  smothered  with  the  heate  of  the  coun- 
Phi'.osophical  reason  approueth,  than  trey  though  Spume  be  more  terape- 
Sin.EthyoJ>ian  may  easily  in  Spaine  be    rate  than  Ethyopia  is. 
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Aetna,  called  in  times  pafl  Inefia,  as  Volaterranns  ■vvitneffeth,  is 
a  hollow  hill  in  Sicilla,  whofe  toppe  burneth  continuallie,  the 
fire  being  maintained  with  a  vaine  of  brimflone,  and  other  fuch 
like  Mineralles,  which  are  within  the  faid  Mountaine.  Which 
notwithftanding,  the  bottome  of  the  hill  is  verie  pleafant,  as 
well  for  the  aboundance  of  fweete  fruites  and  flowers,  as  for  the 
number  of  freflie  fpringes  and  fountaines.  The  Poetes  faine, 
that  when  luppiter  had  with  his  thunderboltes  beaten  downe 
the  Gyantes  of  the  earth,  which  rebelled  againft  heauen,  he 
did  forthwith  couer  and  oppreffe  them  all  with  the  weight  of 
this  hill  Aetna.  Thefe  thinges  being  well  confidered,  together 
with  the  verfe  oi  Horace  \ 

(Dens  inmiortalis  haberi  De  arte  Poetica. 

Dum  cupit  Empedocles,  ardentem  fi-igidus  ^tnam 
Infduit. ) 

It  may  eafily  appeare,  why  the  Author  in  this  pafsion  compareth 
his  heart  vnto  the  hill. 


P  Here  is  a  monflrous  hill  in  Sid//  foyle, 


ih  Where  workes  that  limping  God,  which  Vtt/canhight, 
^^  And  rebell  Gyantes  lurke,  whome  loue  did  foyle, 
When  gainfl  the  heau'ns  they  durfl  prefume  to  fight; 
The  toppe  thereof  breathes  out  a  burning  flame, 
And  J^/ora  fittes  at  bottome  of  the  fame. 
My  fwelling  heart  is  fuch  an  other  hill, 
AVherein  a  blinded  God  beares  all  the  fwaye, 
And  rebell  thoughtes  refilling  reafons  fl<:ill 
Are  bound  by  will  from  flarting  thence  awaye; 

The  toppe  thereof  doth  fmoake  with  fcalding  fmart, 
And  feldome  ioyes  obtaine  the  lowefl  parte. 
Yet  learne  herewith  the  dififrence  of  the  twaine : 
Empedoc/es  confum'd  with  Adnaes  fire 
When  godheade  there  he  fought,  but  all  in  vaine : 
But  this  my  heart,  all  flaming  with  defire, 
Embraceth  in  it  felfe  an  Angels  face, 
Which  beareth  rule  as  Goddeffe  of  the  place. 


LIX.  95 


The  Author  in  this  Pafsion  accufeth  his  owme  eyes,  as  the  princi- 
pal! or  onelie  caufe  of  his  amorous  infelicitie :  wherein  his 
hearte  is  fo  oppreffed  continuallie  with  euils,  which  are  con- 
trarie  in  them  felues,  that  reafon  can  beare  no  fwaye  in  the 
caufe.  Therefore  in  the  ende,  he  inftantlie  entreateth  his  Ladie 
of  her  fpeedie  fauoure  and  goodwill,  alleaginge  what  hurte 
may  growe  thi^ough  her  longer  delaye. 


fHat  thing,  wherein  mine  eyes  haue  mofL  dcHght, 
Is  greatefl  caufe  my  heart  doth  fuffer  paine : 
Such  is  the  hurt  that  comes  by  wanton  fight; 
Which  reafon  flriues  to  vanquifh  all  in  vaine; 

This  onely  fenfe,  more  quicke  then  all  tlie  refl, 
Hath  kindled  holie  fire  within  my  brefl. 
And  fo  my  mourning  hearte  is  parching  drie 
With  fending  fighes  abroade,  and  keeping  care, 
What  needes  it  muft  confume  if  longe  it  lye 
In  place,  where  fuch  a  flame  doth  make  repare : 

This  flame  is  Loue,  whome  none  may  well  intreate, 
But  onely  fhee,  for  whome  I  fufl'er  heate. 
Then  peereleffe  Dmne,  the  ground  of  all  my  griefe, 
Voutfafe  to  cure  the  caufe  of  my  complainte : 
No  fauoure  els  but  thine  can  yeelde  reliefe. 
But  helpe  in  time,  before  I  further  fainte, 
„       For  Daunger  growes  by  lingringe  till  the  lafl, 
„      And  phifick  hath  no  helpe,  when  life  is  paR, 
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The  Authour  groundeth  tins  Pafsion  vpon  three  poyntes.  In  the 
fii"ft,  he  fheweth  how  he  witting  and  wih'ully  followeth  his 
owne  hurt,  with  fuch  like  words  as  Medcea  fonietime  vfed, 

Video  meliora,  proboque,  Ouid  Metam 

Deleriora  fequor,  etc.  "^"  7- 

In  the  fecond,  he  excufeth  his  fault  vpon  the  maine  force  and 
tyrannie  of  Loue,  being  the  onely  gouemour  of  his  wil.  And 
laftly,  he  humbly  entreateth  his  Lady  for  the  reftitution  of  his 
wonted  libertie :  defiring  her  not  to  exa(5t  more  of  him,  then 
his  abilitie  of  bodie  or  mind  can  well  fufleine,  according  to  the 
olde  verfe, 

Felle  niagis  rabida  nihil  ejl  de  Vidpe peieudum. 


WAs  euer  man,  whofe  Loue  was  like  to  mine? 
^^^^j^  I  follow  flill  the  caufe  of  my  diflreffe, 

My  Hart  forefeeing  hurte,  doth  yet  encline 
To  feeke  the  fame,  andthinkes  the  harmethe  lefle. 
In  doing  thus,  you  aflce  me  wliat  I  ayle : 
Againfl  maine  force  what  reafon  can  preuaile? 
Loue  is  the  Lord  and  Signor  of  my  will, 
How  fhall  I  then  difpofe  of  any  deede? 
By  forced  Bond,  he  holdes  my  freedome  flill, 
He  duls  each  fenfe,  and  makes  my  hart  to  bleede. 
Thou  Sacred  Nimph,  whofe  vertue  wanteth  flame, 
Agree  Avith  Loue,  and  fet  me  free  againe. 
Of  this  my  weary  Life  no  day  fhall  fall, 
Wherein  my  penne  fhall  once  thy  praife  forget : 
No  Night  with  fleepe  fliall  clofe  mine  eyes  at  all, 
Before  I  make  recount  of  fuch  a  debt; 

Then  force  me  not  to  more  then  well  I  may, 
Befides  his  Skinne,  the  Fox  hath  nought  to  pay. 


LXI.  97 


The  inuention  of  this  Pafsion  is  boiTowed,  for  the  niofl  parte  from 
Seraphim  Son.  125.  Which  beginneth, 

S' el  gran  tormento  i  fier  fiilmini  accefi 

Perduti  hauefsi,  e  li fuoi Jlrali  Amore^ 
I  fi'ho  tanii  traffitti  in  ineggio  el  core, 
Chefol  da  me  li potviano  effcr  reft ; 
E  fe  de  gli  ainpli  mari  in  terra  Jleft, 

Fujfe priiio  Neptiuio,  io  fpando  fore 
Lagrytne  tante,  che  con  piii  liqtiore 
Potrehbe  nuoui  mari  hauer  riprefi;  etc. 


fF  Lone  had  loft  his  fhaftes,  and  loue  do^vne  threv/ 
His  thundring  boltes,  and  fpent  his  forked  fire, 
They  onely  might  recou'red  be  anew 
From  out  my  Hart  crofwounded  with  defire; 
Or  if  Debate  by  Mars  were  lofl  a  fpace, 
It  might  be  found  within  the  felfe  fame  place; 
If  Neptunes  wanes  were  all  dride  vp  and  gone, 
My  weeping  eyes  fo  many  teares  diflill. 
That  greater  Seas  might  grow  by  them  alone; 
Or  if  no  flame  were  yet  remayning  flill 

In  Vulcans  forge,  he  might  from  out  my  brefl 
Make  choife  of  fuch  as  fhould  befit  him  befl. 
If  Aeole  were  depriu'd  of  all  his  charge. 
Yet  foone  could  I  reflore  his  \vindes  againe, 
By  fobbing  fighes,  which  forth  I  blow  at  large, 
To  moue  her  mind  that  pleafures  in  my  paine; 
What  man,  but  I,  could  thus  encline  his  wiU 
To  line  in  Loue^  which  hath  no  end  of  ill? 
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That  the  vulgar  forte  may  the  better  vnderfland  this  Pafsion,  I 
will  briefly  touch  thofe,  whom  the  Author  nameth  herein, 
being  al  damned  foules  (as  the  Poets  faine)  and  deflinate  vnto 
fundrie  punifhmentes.  Tantalus  hauing  his  lippes  flill  at  the 
brinke  of  the  riuer  Eridauns,  yet  dieth  for  third,  Ixion  is 
tied  vnto  a  wheele;  which  turneth  inceflantly.  A  vulture 
feedeth  vpon  the  bowels  of  Tityics,  which  growe  vp  againe 
euer  as  they  are  deuoured.  SifypJms  rowleth  a  great  rounde 
floane  vp  a  fleepe  hill,  which  being  once  at  the  top  prefently 
falleth  downe  amaine.  Belides  are  fifty  fitters,  whofe  continuall 
taske  is,  to  fill  a  bottonilelle  tub  full  of  water,  by  lading  in 
their  pitchers  full  at  once. 


fN  that  I  thirfl  for  fuch  a  Goddeffe  grace 
As  wantes  remorfe,  like  Tafitalus  I  die; 
My  flate  is  equall  to  Ixions  cafe, 
Whofe  rented  Hmm's  ar  turn'd  eternally, 

In  that  my  toffmg  toyies  can  haue  no  end,  [friend. 
Nor  time,  nor  place,  nor  chaunce  will  fland  my 
In  that  my  heart  confuming  neuer  dyes, 
I  feele  with  Tityus  an  equall  payne. 
On  whome  an  euer  feeding  Vultur  lyes; 
In  that  I  ryfe  through  hope,  and  fall  againe 
By  feare,  like  Sifyphus  I  labour  flill 
To  turle  a  rowling  lloane  againfl  the  hill; 
In  that  I  make  my  vowes  to  her  alone, 
Whofe  eares  are  deafe,  and  will  reteine  no  found. 
With  Belides  my  flate  is  all  but  one, 
"Which  fill  a  tub,  whofe  bottome  is  not  found. 

A  wondrous  thing,  yatLouefhouldmake  the  wound, 
"WTierein  a  fecond  Hell  may  thus  be  found. 


LXIII.  99 


Loue  hath  two  arrowes,  as  Conradus  Celtis  witnefleth  in  thefe 
two  verfes : 

Per  matris  ajlrtwi,  et  per  fera  fpecida,  Odarum.  lib.  i. 

Qua  bina  fei't  fitims  Ctipido,  etc. 
The  one  is  made  of  leade,  the  other  of  golde,  and  either  of 
them  different  in  quality  from  the  other.  The  Authour  ther- 
fore  faineth  in  this  Pafsion,  that  when  Cupid  had  flrolcen  him 
with  that  of  lead,  foone  after  pittying  his  painefull  efbate,  he 
thought  good  to  ftrike  his  beloued  with  the  other.  But  her 
breft  was  fo  hard,  that  the  ihaft  rebounding  backe  againe, 
wounded  Loue  him  felfe  at  vnawares.  Wherehence  fell  out 
thefe  three  inconueniences ;  firft,  that  Loue  himfelfe  became 
her  thrall,  whome  hee  fhoulde  haue  conquered ;  then,  that  the 
became  proud,  where  flie  fhould  haue  been  friendly;  and  lafhly, 
that  the  Authour  by  this  meanes  defpaireth  to  haue  any  recure 
of  his  vnquiet  life,  and  therfore  defireth  a  fpeedie  death,  as 
alluding  to  thofe  fententious  verfes  of  Sophocles. 

rl  yap  ^pordv  hv  ^iiv  KaKoTs  fiefxiyfjieviop  Electra. 

6vri<TKeLV  6  yuAXwJ',  Tov  xpo^ov  Kepdos  (pepoi. 
which  may  be  thus  Englifhed  paraphraflically, 

lV7tat  can  it  hi?n  auaile  to  line  a  while, 

Who?ne,  of  all  others,  euilles  are  betyde? 


fcyrJ  Oue  hath  two  fhaftes,  the  one  of  beaten  gold, 
^Jlj  By  flroake  wherof  a  fweete  effect  is  wrought : 
Cw  The  other  is  of  lumpifhe  leaden  mould, 

And  worketh  none  effect,  but  what  is  nought: 
Within  my  brefl  the  latter  of  the  twaine    [paine. 
Breades  feare,  feare  thought,  and  thought  a  lafting 
One  day  amongft  the  reft  fweete  Loue  beganne 
To  pitty  mine  eflate,  and  thought  it  befl 
To  perce  my  Deare  with  golde,  that  fhe  might  fcanne 
My  cafe  aright,  and  turne  my  toyles  to  reft : 

But  from  her  brefL  more  hard  then  hardeft  flint 
His  fhafte  flewe  backe,  and  in   him  felfe   made 
And  this  is  caufe  that  Lotie  doth  floup  her  lure,    [printe. 
Whofe  heart  he  thought  to  conquere  for  my  fake; 
That  fhe  is  proude ;  and  I  without  recure : 
Which  triple  hurte  doth  caufe  my  hope  to  quake :   [difeafe, 
Hoape  loft  breedes  griefe,  griefe  paine,  and  paine 
Difeafe  bringes  death,  which  death  will  onelypleafe. 


loo  L  X  1 1 1 1. 


This  Pafsion  is  of  like  frame  and  fafhion  with  that,  which  was 
before  vnder  the  number  of  XLI.  whetherto  I  referre  the 
Reader.  But  touching  the  fenfe  or  fubftance  of  this  Pafsion, 
it  is  euident,  that  herein  the  Authour,  by  layinge  open  the  long 
continued  grieuefomnes  of  his  mifery  in  Lone,  feeketh  to  moue 
his  Miflres  to  fome  compafsion. 


Y  humble  fute  hath  fet  my  minde  on  pride, 
J4M  Which  pride  is  caufe  thou  haft  me  in  difdaine. 
By  which  difdaine  my  woundes  are  made  fo  wide, 
Thatwideneffeofmywoundesaugmentesmypaine, 
Which  Paine  is  caufe,  by  force  of  fecreate  iarres, 
That  I  fuflaine  a  brunt  of  priuate  Warres. 
But  ceafe  deere  Dame  to  kindle  further  flrife. 
Let  Strifes  haue  ende,  and  Peace  enioy  their  place  j 
If  Peace  take  place,  Pitie  may  faue  my  life, 
For  Pitie  fhould  be  fhow'ne  to  fuch  as  trace        [awry, 
Mofl  daung'rous  wayes,  and  tread  their  flepp's 
Or  Hue  my  woes :  and  fuch  a  one  am  I. 
Therefore  My  Deere  Delight  regard  my  Loue^ 
Whome  Loue  doth  force  to  follow  Fond  Defire, 
Which  Fond  Defire  no  counfell  can  remoue; 
For  what  can.  counfell  doe,  to  quench  the  fire 

That  fires  my  hart  through  fancies  wanton  will? 
„       Fancie  by  kind  with  Reafon  Jlriueth  Jlill. 


LXV.  101 


In  the  firft  and  fecond  part  of  this  pafsion,  the  Author  proueth 
by  examples,  or  rather  by  manner  of  argument,  A  niaiori  ad 
minus,  that  he  may  with  good  reafon  yeeld  him  felfe  to  the 
imperie  oiLoue,  whome  the  gods  them  felues  obey;  as  luppiter 
in  heauen,  Nephme  in  the  feas,  and  Pluto  in  hell.  In  the  laft 
ftaffe  he  imitateth  certaine  Italian  verfes  of  M.  Girolamo  Para- 
bofco;  which  are,  as  followeth. 

Occhi  tuoi,  anzijlelle  ahne,  et  fatally  Selua  Seconds. 

Oue  ha  prefcHtto  il  del  niio  mal,  mio  bene : 

Mie  lagri??te,  e/o/pir,  mio  rifo.  e  canto  ; 

Miafpene,  mio  timor ;  mio  foco  e  giaccio  ; 

Mia  noia,  mio  piacer'y  mia  vito  e  7norte. 


[fS  ;7Ho  knoweth  not,  how  often  Venus  fonne 
^y^^  Hath  forced  luppiter  to  leaue  his  feate? 
Or  els,  how  often  Neptune  he  hath  wunne 
From  feaes  to  fandes,  to  play  fome  wanton  feate? 
Or,  howe  he  hath  conflraind  the  Lord  oi  Stix 
To  come  on  earth,  to  practife  louing  trickes? 
If  heau'n,  if  feaes,  if  hell  mufl  needes  obay, 
And  all  therein  be  fubiect  vnto  Loue) 
What  fhall  it  then  auaile,  if  I  gainfay, 
And  to  my  double  hurt  his  pow'r  do  proue? 
No,  no,  I  yeeld  my  felfe,  as  is  but  meete: 
For  hetherto  with  fow'r  he  yeeldes  me  fweet 
From  out  my  Mijlres  eyes,  two  lightfome  flarres, 
He  deflinates  eflate  of  double  kinde. 
My  teares,  my  fmyling  cheere;  my  peace,  my  warres; 
My  fighes,  my  fonges;  my  feare,  my  hoping  minde; 
My  fyre,  my  frofl;  my  icy,  my  forrowes  gall; 
My  curfe,  my  prayfe;  my  death,  but  life  with  all 


I02  LXVI. 


This   Latine   pafsion   is  borrowed   from  Petrarch  Sonctto  133. 
which  beginneth. 

Hor,  chH  del,  e  la  terra  e^l  vento  tace, 
E  lefere,  e  gli  angelli  ilfoniw  ajfreita, 
Notte  '/  carro  Jlellato  in  giro  jne/m, 
E  nelfiio  letto  il  mar  fen^ onda  giace  ;  etc. 
Wherein  he  imitated  Virgill,  fpeaking  of  Dido,  thus. 
N'ox  erat,  et  taciturn  carpehant  fejfa  foporejn 
Corpora  etc. 
And  this  Author  prefumeth,  vpon  the  paines  he  hath  taken,  in 
faithfully  tranflating  it,  to  place  it  amongfl  thefe  his  owne 
pafsions,  for  a  figne  of  his  greate  fufferance  in  loue. 


vCjpi  Vni  coelum,  dum  terra  facet,  ventufquejllefcif^ 

^PY     DiirjiqueferaSy  volucrefque  quies  comJ>le^ittir  alta^ 
Noxqiie  agit  in  gyrumjlella?itesfydere  curruSy 
Ifiqiiefuo  le^o  reaihat  fine flimiine  Pontus, 

Multa  ego  contemplor;  fiudeo;  conflagro;  gemifco 

Et,  mea  quce  dulcis poena  ejl,  miJii  femper  oberrat. 
Li  me  bella  gero  plemifque  dolor  is  et  ircB, 
Paxque  mi/ii  modica  efi  I^aura  folius  in  vmbra. 

Oritur  ex  vno  claro  mihifo?ite  et  acerbuin^ 

Et  quod  dulcefapit;  quoriun  depafcor  utroque: 
Vnica  meqtie  manus  Icsdit,  l<^foqjie  medetur^ 

Martyriwnque  meum  nullo  quia  timite  claufum  ejlj 
Mille  neces  pacior,  vitas  totidemque  refumo 
Quoque  die;  fuperejlque  inihifpes  fiulHa  falutis. 


LXVII.  103 


A  man  fmgiiler  for  his  learning,  and  magiftrate  of  no  fmall 
accoumpt,  vpon  flight  furuey  of  this  booke  of  pafsions,  eyther 
for  the  liking  he  had  to  the  Author,  or  for  his  owTie  priuate 
pleafure,  or  for  fome  good  he  conceyiied  of  the  worke,  voutch- 
lafed  with  his  own  hand  to  fet  down  certaine  pofies  concerning 
the  fame :  Amongfb  which,  this  was  one,  Loue  hath  no  leaden 
heeles.  Whereat  the  Author  glaunceth  throughout  al  this 
Sonnet ;  which  he  purpofely  compyled  at  the  preffe,  in  remem- 
brance of  his  worfliipfull  frend,  and  in  honour  of  his  golden 
pofie. 


tVrt  irHen  Cupid  is  content  to  keepe  the  Ikies, 
^^j^y  Pie  neuer  takes  delight  in  (landing  fLill, 

But  too  and  froe,  and  eu'ry  where  he  flies, 
And  eu'ry  God  fubdueth  at  his  will, 

As  if  his  boaw  were  like  to  Fortunes  wheele, 
Him  felfe  like  her,  hauing  no  leaden  heele. 
"Wlien  other  whiles  he  paffeth  Lejiinos  He, 
Vnhappy  boy  he  gybes  the  "^Cluhfooie  Smith, 
Who  threatens  him,  and  bids  him  flay  a  while, 
But  laughing  out  he  leaues  him  he  forth^vith, 

And  makes  him  felfe  companion  with  the  Winde 
To  fhew,  his  heeles  are  of  no  leaden  kinde. 
But  in  my  felfe  I  haue  too  trewe  a  proofe : 
For  when  he  firfl  efpyde  my  raunging  Heart, 
He  Falcon  like  came  fo\vfmg  from  aloofe. 
His  fwiftly  falling  flroake  encreafl  my  fmart : 
As  yet  my  Heart  the  violence  it  feeles, 
Which  makes  me  fay,  Loue  hath  no  leaden  heeles. 

1  Vulcan. 


104  LXVIII. 


The  Author  hath  wrought  this  pafsion  out  of  certaine  veifes  of 
Stephanus  Forcatulus,  which  are  thefe. 

Cor  mihi punxit  ainor,  fed piinxit prcBpete  telo  ; 
fi^tur  hoc  turn  plus,  cum  magis  excutio.  etc. 
Carpere  didlamum  Cretcea  nil  iuuet  Ida, 
quo  vellunt  cerui  fpicula  fixa  leues. 
Telephus  hczc  eademf alalia  vulnera  fen/it, 
fanare  vl  tantum,  quifacit  ilia,  queat. 
A.nd  whereas  the  Author  in  the  end  of  this  pafsion,  alhirfeth  to 
the  woundes  of  Telephus,  he  is  to  be  vnderfloode  of  that  Tele- 
phus, the  Sonne  of  Hercules,  of  whofe  wounde,  being  made  and 
healed  by  Achilles  onely,  Quid  writeth  thus. 

Vulnus  Achillceo  quod  quondam  fecerat  hojli,      De  remed. 
Vulneris  auxilium  Pelias  hajla  tulit  "''•  ** 

And  Propertius  in  lilce  manner  lib.  2. 

My/us  et  Hxmonia  iuuenis  qui  ctifpide  vulnus 
Senferat,  hac  ipfa  cufpide  fejtfct  opem. 
Suidas  mentioneth  an  other  Telephus^  an  excellent  Grammarian 
of  Pergamus. 


fN  fecrete  feate  and  centre  of  my  hearte, 
Vnwares  to  me,  not  once  fufpecting  ill, 
Blinde  Cupides  hand  hath  fixt  a  deadly  dart, 
Whereat  how  ere  I  plucke,  it  flicketh  flill, 
And  workes  effect  like  thofe  of  Arab  foyle, 
Whofe  heades  are  dipt  in  poyfon  fleed  of  oyle. 
If 't  were  like  thofe,  wherewith  in  Ida  plaine 
The  Crcetan  hunter  woundes  the  chafed  deere, 
I  could  with  Di^ame  drawe  it  out  againe. 
And  cure  me  fo,  that  fkarre  fhould  fcarce  appeare : 
^  Or  if  Alcides  fhaft  did  make  me  bleed, 
Machaoiis  art  would  fland  me  in  fome  fteede. 
But  being,  as  it  is,  I  muft  compare 
With  fatall  woundes  of  Telephus  alone. 
And  fay,  that  he,  whofe  hand  hath  wrought  my  care, 
Mufl  eyther  cure  my  fatall  wounde,  or  none : 

Helpe  therefore  gentle  Loue  to  eafe  my  heart, 
Whofe  paines  encreafe,  till  thou  withdraw  thy  dart. 

1  He  alludeth  to  the  wound  oi  Pkiloctetes. 


LXIX.  105 


In  the  firft  flafife  of  this  Paflion,  The  Authour  as  one  more  then 
halfe  drowping  with  defpaire,  forrow'fully  recounteth  fome  par- 
ticular caufes  of  his  vnliappinelTe  in  Loue.  In  the  refidue,  he 
entreateth  a  better  afpecle  of  the  Planets,  to  the  end,  that 
either  his  life  may  bee  inclined  to  a  more  happie  courfe,  or  his 
death  be  haflned,  to  end  all  his  mifery  at  once. 


m\li(  ^  '^'^y^^  ^^6  donne,  my  comfort  quite  difmay'd, 
W^  My  weary  wdttes  bewitclVt  with  wanton  ^vill, 
My  ^vill  by  Fancies  heedeles  faulte  betrayd, 
Whofe  eyes  on  Beauties  face  are  fixed  flill, 
And  whofe  conceyte  Folly  hath  clouded  foe. 
That  Loue  concludes,  my  heart  mujlliue  in  woe. 
But  change  afpect  ye  angry  ftarres  aboue, 
And  powrs  diuine  reflore  my  liberty, 
Or  graunte  that  foone  I  may  enioye  my  Lo7te^ 
Before  my  life  incurre  more  mifery  : 

For  nowe  fo  hotte  is  each  affault  I  feele 
As  would  diffolue  a  heart  more  harde  then  Reele. 
Or  if  you  needes  mufl  worke  my  deadly  fmart, 
Performe  your  charge  by  hafling  on  my  death 
In  fight  of  her,  whofe  eyes  enthrall  my  heart : 
Both  life  and  death  to  her  I  doe  bequeath. 
In  hope  at  lafl,  fhe  will  voutfafe  to  fay, 
/  rewe  his  deaths  whofe  life  I  made  away. 


^->J 


to6  L  X  X. 


In  this  pafsion  the  Authour  fome  what  a  farre  off  imitateth  an 
Ode  in  Ge^tfajlus  Sefinus  written  to  Cupid,  where  heebeginneth 
thus  : 

Quid  tenelle pner,  Pharetravbinam  ejl?       Erotopaegni- 

Vbi  arcus  referens  acuta  Lunoe  con.  hb.  i. 

Bina  cornua  ?  vbi  flagrajis  Amoris 
fax  ?  vbi  igneus  ille  airus,  in  quo 

De  ipfis  Coelicolis,  virifque  vi(flis 

Vincfii/que  ante  ingum  aureus  triumphas  P 

Haud pojfent  tuafwinna  numina  V7ta?n, 

Vnajn  vincere  Virginein  tenellam  ? 

Qtci  fortes  ajwnos  pudiccB  Elifoe 

Fortioribus  irriga7is  venenis 

Vicifli :  etc. 


Vpidf  where  is  thy  golden  quiuer  nowe  ? 
) Where  is  thy  flurdy  Bowe  ?  and  where  the  fire, 

Which  made  ere  this  the  Gods  themfelues  to  bow? 

Shall  fhe  alone,  which  forceth  my  Defire^ 
Report  or  thinke  thy  Godhead  is  fo  fmall, 
That  fhe  through  pride  can  fcape  from  being 
Whilom  thou  ouercam'ft  the  flately  minde         [thrall? 
Of  chafl  Eufa  queene  of  Carthage  land, 
And  did'fl  conflraine  Pafiphae  gainfl  her  kind, 
And  broughtefl  Europa  faire  to  Creta  fande^ 

Quite  through  the  fwelling  Seas,  to  pleafure  loue^ 

Whofe  heau'nly  heart  was  touch't  with  mortall  loue. 
Thus  wert  thou  wunt  to  fhewe  thy  force  and  flight, 
By  conqu'ring  tliofe  that  were  of  highefl  race, 
Where  nowe  it  feemes  thou  changefl  thy  delight. 
Permitting  flill,  to  thy  no  fmall  difgrace, 

A  virgin  to  defpife  thy  felfe,  and  me, 

Whofe  heart  is  hers,  where  ere  my  body  be. 


LXXI.  107 


The  Authour  writeth  this  Sonnet  vnto  his  very  friend,  in  excufe 
of  his  late  change  of  lludy,  manners,  and  delights,  all  happen- 
ing through  the  default  of  Loue.  And  here  by  examples  he 
proueth  vnto  him,  (calling  him  by  the  name  of  Tihcs^  as  if  him 
felfe  were  GyfLppus)  that  Loue  not  onely  worketh  alteration  in 
the  mindes  of  men,  but  alfo  in  the  veiy  Gods  them  felues  ; 
and  that  fo  farre  forth,  as  firft  to  drawe  them  from  their 
Celeftiall  feates  and  fun6lions,  and  then  to  enfnare  them  with 
the  vnfeemely  defire  of  mortall  creatures,  a  Pafsion  ill  befitting 
the  maiefty  of  their  Godheads. 


fLas  deere  Titus  mine,  my  auncient  frend, 
What  makes  thee  mufe  at  this  my  prefent  plight, 
To  fee  my  woonted  ioyes  enioy  their  end 
And  how  my  Mufe  hath  lofl  her  old  delight  ? 
„   This  is  the  leaji  effe^  of  Cupids  dart, 
„  To  change  the  7ninde  by  wounding  of  \\\q  heart 
Alcides  fell  in  loue  as  I  haue  done, 
And  layd  afide  both  club  and  Lions  Ikinne : 
Achilles  too  when  he  faire  Bryfes  wunne. 
To  fall  from  wan-es  to  wooing  did  beginne. 
Nay,  if  thou  lift,  fumey  the  heau'ns  aboue, 
And  fee  how  Gods  them  felues  are  chang'd  hyLoue, 
loue  fteales  from  fkies  to  lye  by  Loedaes  fide  ; 
Areas  defcendes  for  faire  Aglaurus  fake, 
And  Sol,  fo  foone  as  DapJme  is  efpied, 
To  followe  her  his  Chariot  doth  forfake  : 

No  meruaile  then  although  I  change  my  minde, 
Which  am  in  loue  with  one  of  heau'nly  kinde. 


io8  L  X  X 1 1. 


In  this  Sonnet  The  Authour  feemeth  to  fpecifie,  that  his  Beloued 
maketh  her  aboade  in  this  our  beautiful!  and  faire  Citty  of 
London  ;  fituate  vpon  the  fide  of  the  Themfe,  called  in  latine 
Thamefcs.  And  therefore,  whilft  he  faineth,  that  Thamefts  is 
honourably  to  be  conueyed  hence  by  all  the  Gods,  towardes 
the  Palace  of  old  Nereus,  he  feemeth  to  growe  into  fome 
iealofie  of  his  miflres,  whofe  beautie  if  it  were  as  well  known 
to  them,  as  it  is  to  him,  it  would  (as  he  faith)  both  deferue  more 
to  be  honoured  by  them,  and  pleafe  Tryton  much  better,  then 
Thamefis,  although  Ihe  be  the  faireft  daughter  of  old  Oceanm. 


^//v  Ccaniis  not  long  a^oe  decreed 
^i^^^To  wedd  his  dearefl  daughter  Thamefis 


To  Tjyton  Ncptiines  fonne,  and  that  with  fpeede: 
When  Neptune  fawe  the  match  was  not  amiffe, 
Hee  prayde  the  Gods  from  highefl  to  the  leafl, 
With  him  to  celebrate  the  Nuptiall  feafl. 
Loue  did  defcend  with  all  his  heau'nly  trayne, 
And  came  for  TTiamefis  to  London  fide, 
In  whofe  conduct  each  one  imployd  his  paine 
To  reuerence  the  flate  of  fuch  a  Bride : 

But  whihl  I  fawe  her  led  to  Nereus  Hall, 
My  iealous  heart  begann  to  throbb  withalL 
I  doubted  I,  left  any  of  that  crewe, 
In  fetching  Thamefis,  fhou[l]d  fee  my  LouCj 
Whofe  tifmg  face  is  of  more  liuely  hewe, 
Then  any  Saintes  in  earth,  or  heau'n  aboue  : 
Befides,  I  fear'd,  that  Tryton  would  defire 
My  Lotie,  and  let  his  Thamefis  retyre. 


LXXIII.  109 


Here  the  Author,  by  faining  a  quarrell  betwixt  Loue  and  his 
Heart,  vnder  a  fhadow  exprefleth  the  tyrannie  of  the  one, 
and  the  miferie  of  the  other  :  to  flurre  vp  a  iufl  hatred  of  the 
ones  iniuftice,  and  caufe  due  compafsion  of  the  others  vnhap- 
pines.  But  as  he  accufeth  Loue  for  his  readines  to  hurt,  where 
he  may ;  fo  he  not  excufeth  his  Heart,  for  defiring  a  faire  im- 
prifonment,  when  he  neded  not  :  thereby  fpecifying  in  Loue  a 
wilfull  malice,  in  his  Heart  a  heedlefle  follie. 


fRue  to  thinke  vpon  the  difmall  day 
When  Cupid  firil  proclamed  open  warre 
Againfl  my  Hearie  j  which  fledde  without  delay, 
But  when  he  thought  from  Loue  to  be  mofl  faiTC, 
The  winged  boy  preuented  him  by  flight, 
And  led  him  captiuelyke  from  all  delight. 
The  time  of  triumph  being  ouerpafl, 
He  fcarcely  knewe  where  to  beflowe  the  fpoile, 
Till  through  my  heedleffe  Heartes  defire,  at  lall, 
He  lockt  him  vp  in  Tower  of  endleffe  toyle, 

Within  her  brefl,  whofe  hardned  wil  doth  vexe 
Her  filly  ghefl  fofter  then  liquid  wex. 
This  prifon  at  the  firfl  did  pleafe  him  well. 
And  feem'd  to  be  fome  earthly  Faradife^ 
Where  now  (alas)  Experie?ice  doth  tell. 
That  Beawties  bates  can  make  the  fimple  wife, 
And  biddes  him  blame  the  bird,  that  willingly 
Choafeth  a  golden  cage  for  liberty. 


no  LXXIIII. 


The  Author  in  this  pafsion,  vpon  a  reafon  fecret  vnto  him  felfe, 
extolleth  his  Miflres  vnder  the  name  of  a  Spring.  Firfl  he 
preferreth  the  fame  before  the  facred  fount  of  Diana,  which  (as 
Quid  vvitnefteth  3.  Meia??i  :)  was  in  the  valley  Gargapkie, 
adioyning  to  Thcebes  :  then,  before  Tagus  the  famous  riuer  in 
Spaine,  whofe  fandes  are  intermixt  with  floare  of  gold,  as  may 
be  gathered  by  thofe  two  verfes  in  Martiall  lib.  8. 
Noil  illifatis  ejl  turbato  fordidus  auro 

Hermus,  et  Hefperio  quifonat  orbe  Tagus. 

And  laflly,  before  Hippocrene,  a  fountaine  of  Bceotia,  now  called 
the  well  of  the  Mu/es,  and  fained  by  the  Poets,  to  haue  had  his 
fource  or  beginning  from  the  heele  of  Pegafiis  the  winged  horfe. 


YAxLthough  the  droppes,  which  chaung'd  AHceons 
(^^  Were  halfe  diuine,  and  from  a  facred  fount;  [fhape, 
Though  after  Tagus  fandes  the  world  do  gape; 
And  Hippocrene  fland  in  high  account : 

Yet  ther's  a  Spri?ig,  whofe  vertue  doth  excell 
Dianaes  fount,  Tagus,  and  Fegafe  well 
That  happie  how'r,  wherein  I  found  it  furft. 
And  fat  me  downe  adioyning  to  the  brinke, 
My  fowe  it  felfe,  fupprif'd  with  vnknow'n  thurfl, 
Did  wifh  it  lawfuU  were  thereof  to  drinke ; 

But  all  in  vaine  :  for  Loue  did  will  me  flay 
And  waite  a  while  in  hope  of  fuch  a  pray. 
This  is  that  Spring  quoth  he,  where  Ne5lar  flowes, 
Whofe  liquor  is  of  price  in  heaun's  aboue  ; 
This  is  the  Spring,  wherein  fweet  Venus  fliowes, 
By  fecrete  baite  how  Beautie  forceth  Lone. 

Why  then,  quoth  I,  deere  Loue  how  fhall  I  mend, 
Or  quench  my  thurfl,  vnleffe  thou  fland  my  frend  ? 


LXXV.  Ill 


In  this  pafsion  the  Authour  borovveth  from  certaine  Latine  verfes 
of  his  owne,  made  long  agoe  vpon  the  loue  abufes  of  luppiter 
in  a  certaine  peece  of  worke  written  in  the  commendation  of 
women  kinde  ;  which  he  hath  not  yet  whohe  perfected  to  the 
print.  Some  of  the  verfes  may  be  thus  cited  to  the  explaining 
of  this  pafsion,  although  but  lamelie. 

Accipe  vt  ignarajn  catideniis  imagme  Tauri 

Ltiferit  Europam  ficla  etc. 

Quam  itimio  Seinelenfiierit  coniplexus  amore.  etc. 

Qualis  et  AJlerien  aquilmis  prejjerit  alls : 

Quoque  dolo  Loedam  ficlo  fub  olore fefellit. 

Adde  quod  Antiopam  Satyrifub  t??iagiite  etc. 

Etfuit  Amphytrio,  cut?i  te  Tirynihia  etc. 

jEgincuque  dtios  ignis  ftib  imagi7ie  natos  etc. 

Pai-rhafiaTU  ficlcE pharetra  Vultiique  Diance, 

Mjiemofy7ien  pa/lor  ;  ferpens  Dedida  hi/it.  etc. 
Oiiid  MTiteth  fomewhat  in  like  manner.     Metam.  lib.  6. 


(p^TVOt  fhe,  whom  loue  tranfported  into  Crete ; 

)X^ANor  Semele^  to  whom  he  vow'd  in  haft  ; 

Nor  fhe,  whofe  flanckes  he  fild  with  fayned  heate ; 
Nor  whome  with  ^gles  winges  he  oft  embrafl ; 
Nor  Danae,  beguyl'd  by  golden  rape  ; 
Nor  fhe,  for  whome  he  tooke  Dianaes  fhape ; 

Nor  faire  Antiopa,  whofe  fruitefuU  loue 

He  gayned  Satyr  like  ;  nor  fhe,  whofe  Sonne 

To  wanton  Hebe  was  conioyn'd  aboue ; 

Nor  fweete  Afnemofy7te,  whofe  loue  he  WTinne 

In  fhepheardes  weede  ;  no  fuch  are  like  the  Saini^ 
Whofe  eyes  enforce  my  feeble  heart  to  faint. 

And  loite  him  felfe  may  ftorme,  if  fo  he  pleafe, 

To  heare  me  thus  compare  my  Loue  with  his  : 

No  forked  fire,  nor  thunder  can  difeafe 

This  heart  of  mine,  where  ftronger  torment  is  : 
But  O  how  this  furpaffeth  all  the  refl, 
That  fncj  which  hurtes  me  moft,  I  loue  her  bed. 


112  LXXVI. 


In  this  Sonnet  the  Author  being,  as  it  were,  in  halfe  a  madding 
moode,  falleth  at  variance  with  Lone  himfelfe,  and  blafphemeth 
his  godheade,  as  one  that  can  make  a  greater  wounde,  then 
afterwardes  he  him  felfe  can  recure.  And  the  chiefe  caufe 
that  he  fetteth  downe,  why  he  is  no  longer  to  hope  for  helpe  at 
Loues  hande,  is  this,  becaufe  he  him  felfe  could  not  remedie 
the  hurt  which  he  fufteyned  by  the  loue  of  faire  Pfyches?- 


iw  Hou  foolifh  God  the  Author  of  my  griefe, 
ih  If  Pfyches  beames  could  fet  thy  heart  on  fire, 
How  can  I  hope,  of  thee  to  haue  reHefe, 
Whofe  minde  ^vith  mine  doth  fuffer  hke  defire  ? 
Henceforth  my  heart  fhall  facrifice  elfwhere 
To  fuch  a  Sainte  as  higher  porte  doth  beare. 
A.nd  fuch  a  Saint  is  fhe,  whom  I  adore, 
As  foyles  thy  force,  and  makes  thee  fland  aloofe  ; 
None  els,  but  fhe,  can  falue  my  feftred  foare ; 
And  fhe  alone  will  ferue  in  my  behoofe  : 

Then  blinded  boye,  goe  packe  thee  hence  away, 
And  thou  Sweet  Souk,  giue  eare  to  what  I  fay. 
And  yet  what  fhall  I  fay  ?  flraunge  is  my  cafe. 
In  mid'ft  of  froafl  to  burne,  and  freze  in  flame  : 
Would  Gods  I  neuer  had  beheld  thy  face. 
Or  els,  that  once  I  might  poffeffe  the  fame  : 

Or  els  that  chaunce  would  make  me  free  againe, 
Whofe  hand  helpt  Loue  to  bring  me  to  this  paine. 

1  Vide  ApuL 


LXXVII.  113 


The  chiefe  contentes  of  this  Pafsion  are  taken  out  of  Seraphine 
Sonnet,  132. 

Col  tempo  pajfa  gli  anni,  i  niejl,  e  Vhore, 
Col  tempo  le  richeze,  imperio,  e  regno. 
Col  tempo  fama,  hottor,  fortezza,  e  ingegno. 
Col  tempo  giouetitic  con  belta  more  etc. 
But    this    Authour    inuerteth    the    order,    which    Seraphine 
vfeth,  fome    times  for  his    rimes  fake,    but   for  the  moft 
part,  vpon  fome  other  more  allowable  coufideration. 


Mvlme  wafleth  yeeres,  and  month's,  and  howr's: 
^L  Time  doth  confume  fame,  honom*,  witt  and  flrength : 
Time  kills  the  greeneft  Herbes  andfweeteflflowr's  : 
Time  weares  out  youth  and  beauties  lookes  at  length: 
Time  doth  conuey  to  ground  both  foe  and  friend, 
And  each  thing  els  but  Loue,  which  hadi  no  end. 
Time  maketh  eu'ry  tree  to  die  and  rott : 
Time  turneth  ofte  our  pleafures  into  paine  : 
Time  caufeth  warres  and  wronges  to  be  forgott : 
Time  cleares  the  fkie,  which  firfl  hung  full  of  rayne ; 
Time  makes  an  end  of  all  humane  defire, 
But  onely  this,  which  fettes  my  heart  on  fire. 
Time  turneth  into  naught  each  Princely  flate  : 
Time  brings  a  fludd  from  newe  refolued  fnowe  : 
Time  calmes  the  Sea  where  tempefl  was  of  late  : 
Time  eates  what  ere  the  Moone  can  fee  belowe  ;     * 
And  yet  no  time  preuailes  in  my  behoue. 
Nor  any  time  can  make  me  ceafe  to  loue. 

H 


ri4  LXXVIII. 


This  Pafsion  concemeth  the  lowring  of  his  Miftres  and   here- 
in   for    the     mod    part     the    Authour     imitateth     Agnola 
firenzuola  ;  who  vpon  the  like  fubie6l,  writeth  as  followeth, 
0  belle  donne^  pfendam pietade 
Di  7ne  pur  horin  talpa  trafformato 
Uhiiom,  che pur  dianza  ardiua  mirar  fi/o 
Cojne  Aquila  ilfol  chiar  in  paradifo. 
Coft  vcCl  mondo,  e  cofc/pcjfo  accade 
A  chift,  Jida  inamorofojiato^  etc. 


Hat  fcowling  cloudes  haue  ouercafl  the  (kie, 
fj^  J(K)  That  thefe  mine  eies  can  not,  as  woonte  they 
Beholde  their  fecond  Stmne  intentiuely  ?  [were, 

Some  flrange  Eclipfe  is  hap'ned  as  I  feare, 

Whereby  my  Swine  is  either  bard  of  light, 
Or  I  my  felfe  haue  lofl  my  feeing  quite. 
Mofl  Hkely  foe,  fmce  Loue  him  felfe  is  blinde, 
And  Venus  too  (perhaps)  will  haue  it  fo, 
That  Louers  wanting  fight  Ihall  foUowe  kinde. 
O  then  faire  Dames  bewaile  my  prefent  woe. 

Which  thus  am  made  a  moale,  and  blindefolde  runne 
Where  ^gle  like  I  late  beheld  the  Swme. 
But  out  alas,  fuch  guerdon  is  affignde 
To  all  that  loue  and  followe  Cupids  carre : 
He  tyres  their  limmes  and  doth  bewitch  their  minde. 
And  makes  within  them  felues  a  lafling  warre. 
Reafon  with  much  adoe  doth  teach  me  this, 
Though  yet  I  cannot  mend  what  is  a  miffe. 


L  X  X  I  X. 


"5 


The  Au[t]hour  in  this  Pafsion  feemeth  vppon  miflike  of  his  weari- 
fome  eflate  iii  loue  to  enter  into  a  deepe  difcourfe  with  him 
felfe  touching  the  particular  miferies  which  befall  him  that 
loueth.  And  for  his  fenfe  in  this  place,  hee  is  very  like  vnto 
him  felfe,  where  in  a  Theame  diduded  out  of  the  bowelles  of 
Afitigone  in  Sophocles  (which  he  lately  tranflated  into  Latine, 
and  publifhed  in  print)  he  writeth  in  very  like  manner  as 
followeth.  ,^  ,.  ,    ^     . ,. 

Mall  quando  Cuptdinis 

Venas  cejlus  edax  occupat  inlimas, 

Aries  ingeniu/n  labilur  in  ?nalas  ; 

ladlalur  varie,  nee  Cereris  f libit 

Nee  Bacchi  udium  ;  peruigiles  trahit 

A^ocfles  ;  cura  anijmim  follicita  atterit,  etc. 
And  it  may  appeare  by  the  tenour  of  this  Pafsion  that  the  Authour 
prepareth  him  felfe  to  fall  from  Loue  and  all  his  lawes  as  will 
well  appeare  by  the  fequell  of  his  other  Pafsions  that  followe, 
which  are  all  made  vpon  this  Pofie,  My  Loueis  pajl. 


^^  Here  heate  of  loue  doth  once  poffeffe  the 


^@  J® 


heart, 
There  cares  oppreffe  the  rainde  with  wondrous 

ill. 

V/tt  runns  awrye  not  fearing  future  fmarte,  „ 

And  fond  deftre  doth  ouermafler  will :  „ 

The  belly  neither  cares  for  raeate  nor  drinke,  „ 

Nor  ouenvatched  eyes  defire  to  winke  :  „ 

Footejleps  are  falfe,  and  waur'ing  too  and  froe ;  „ 

The  brightfome  flow'r  of  beauty  fades  away  :  „ 

Reafon  retyres,  2Ci\A  pleafure  brings  in  woe  :  „ 

And  wifedo77ie  yeldeth  place  to  black  decay  :  „ 

Coufifell^  2,n6.fa?ne,  ^xid  friendJJiip  are  contem'nd:  „ 

And  bafhfully7^^;;z^,  and  Gods  them  felues  condem'nd.  „ 

Watchfull/z/^^,^  is  linked  with  defpaire :  „ 

Inconftant  hope  is  often  drown'd  mfeares  :  „ 

WYi^X  folly  hurtes  not  fortune  can  repayre ;  „ 

And  7?iifery  doth  fwimme  in  Seas  of  teares :  „ 

Long  vfe  of  life  is  but  a  lingring  foe,  „ 

And  gentle  death  is  only  end  of  woe.  „ 
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Y^YLL  fuch  as  are  but  of  indifferent  capacitie,  and 
(ic^  haue  fome  fkill  in  AritJwietike^  by  viewing  this 
^:i^  Sonnet  following  compiled  by  rule  and  number, 
into  the  forme  of  a  piller,  may  foone  iudge,  ho  we 
much  art  and  ftudy  the  Author  hath  beftowed  in  the 
fame.  Wlierein  as  there  are  placed  many  preaty  ob- 
feruations,  fo  thefe  which  I  will  fet  downe,  may  be 
marked  for  the  principall,  if  any  man  haue  fuch  idle 
leafure  to  looke  it  ouer,  as  the  Authour  had,  when  he 

1  framed  it.  Firft  therfore  it  is  to  be  noted,  that  the 
whole  piller  (except  the  bafis  or  foote  thereof)  is  by 
relation  of  either  halfe  to  the  other  Antitheticall  or 

2  Antifillabicall.  Secondly,  how  this  pofie  {Amare 
eft  infanire)  runneth  twyfe  through  out  ye  Columne, 
if  ye  gather  but  the  firfl  letter  of  euery  whole  verfe 
orderly  (excepting  the  two  lafl)  and  then  in  like 
manner  take  but  the  lafl  letter  of  euery  one  of  the  faid 

3  verfes,  as  they  fland.  Thirdly  is  to  bee  obferued,  that 
euery  verfe,  but  the  two  lafl,  doth  end  with  the  fame 
letter  it  beginneth,  and  yet  through  out  the  whole  a 
true  rime  is  perfectly  obferued,  although  not  after  our 

4  accuflomed  manner.  Fourthly,  that  the  foote  of  the 
piller  is  Orche??mticaIl,  yat  is  to  fay,  founded  by  tranfi- 
lition  or  ouer  fkipping  of  number  by  rule  and  order, 
as  from  i  to  3,  5,  7,  and  9;  the  fecret  vertue 
whereof  may  be  learned  in  ^  Tj^ithemius,  as  namely 
by  tables  of  tranfiHtion  to  decypher  any  thing  that 
is  written  by  fecret  tranfpofition  of  letters,  bee  it 

5  neuer  fo  cunningly  conueighed.  And  laflly,  this 
obferuation  is  not  to  be  neglected,  that  when  all  the 
forefaide  particulars  as  performed,  the  whole  piller 
is  but  iull  18  verfes,  as  will  appeare  in  the  page 
follovv'ing  it.  Per  modum  expanfionis. 

1  Polygraphlse  suae,  lib.  5. 
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A   Pafqiiine  Filler  eredled  i?i  the  despite  of  Lone. 

I      At 
A     2     laft,  though 

3    late,       farewell 
4    olde    well    a    da  :     A. 
m     5     Mirth  or  mifchance  llrike 
a     6    vp     a     newe    alarM,     And    ni 
7     Cypria  la  neniica 

T      8    mzA      Retire     to      Cyprus    He,      a 
e      9    andceafethywaRR,  Elsmufllhouprouehow    r 
B     10     Reafon   can  by  charmE   Enforce  to  flight  thy     e 
S     II     blindfolde  bratte  and  thee.  So  frames  it  with  mee  now,     B 
t     12    that  I    confefS,    The   life    I    ledde  in   Lone   deuoyde     ^ 
I     12     of  relT,  It  was  a  Hell,  where  none  felte  more  than  I,     I 
^       II     Nor    anye    with    lyke     miferies    forlorN.       Since    n 
a      10    therefore  now  my  woes  are  wexed  lefS,   And    s 
9     Reafon    bidds      mee  leaue    olde  welladA,     a 
n    8     No  longer  Ihall  the  worlde  laugh  mee 
i     7    to  fcorN  ;  Tie  choofe  a  path  that    n 
r    6    ftiall  not    leade  awrie.    Reft    i 
5     then  witli  mee  irom  your 

4    blinde   Oipids  carR     r 
e.     3     Each     one     of 
2    you,      that 
I     feme, 
3     and  would  be 
5     freE.    H'is  dooble  thrall      e. 
7    that  liu's  as  Lone  thinks  beft,  whofe 
9    nande  ftill  Tyrant  like  to  hurte  is  prefte.^ 

1  Huiiis  Columnae  Basis,  pro  silla-    barum  numero  et  Unearum  proportions 
est  Orchematica. 
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Expanjio  Columnce  prcecedentis. 

A    At  lafl,  though  late,  farewell  olde  wellada ;  A 

m     Mirth  for  mifchaunce  flrike  vp  a  newe  alarm  ;  m 

a      And  Ciprya  la  nemica  mia  a 

r      Retyre  to  Cyprus  He  and  ceafe  thy  warr,  r 

e      Els  mufl  thou  proue  how  Reafon  can  by  charme  e 

E     Enforce  to  flight  thy  blyndfold  bratte  and  thee.  E 

s      So  frames  it  with  me  now,  that  I  confeff  s 

t      The  life  I  ledde  in  Loue  deuoyd  of  refl  t 

I      It  was  a  Hell,  where  none  felt  more  then  I,  I 

n      Nor  any  with  like  miferies  forlorn.  n 

s      Since  therefore  now  my  woes  are  wexed  leff,  s 

a     And  Reafon  bids  me  leaue  olde  wellada,  a 

n     No  longer  fhall  the  world  laugh  me  to  fcorn  :  n 

i      I'le  choofe  a  path  that  fhall  not  leade  awri.  i 

r      Refl  then  with  me  from  your  blinde  Cupids  carr  r 

e  Each  one  of  you,  that  ferue  and  would  be  free,  e 
„  1  H'is  double  thrall  that  liu's  as  Loue  thinks  bed 
„         Whofe  hand  Hill  Tyrant  like  to  hurt  is  prefl, 

1  Tcfj'  rot  ripavvov  eixre^e'iu,  oi  p^diov.    Sophoc.  in  Ala.  flagelj. 
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In     this     Sonnet    the    Author    hath     imitated     one    of  Ron- 
fardes  *  Odes  ;  which  beginneth  thus 
Les  Mufes  lie7-ent  vn  ioiir 

De  chaifjies  de  rofes  Amour ^  *  Au  liure  de 

Etpoiir  legarder,  le  dojinerent  *^^  meslanges. 

A  us  Graces  et  a  la  Beaiite : 
Qui  voyansfa  dejloyaute, 
Sus  Parnafe  Vem^prisonnerent.  etc. 


^^  He  Mtifes  not  long  fmce  intrapping  Loue 
^  In  chaines  of  roafes  linked  all  araye, 

Gaue  Beawtie  charge  to  watch  in  theire  behoue 
With  Graces  three,  left  he  fhould  wend  awaye  : 
Who  fearing  yet  he  would  efcape  at  lafl, 
On  high  Parnafus  toppe  they  clapt  him  fafL 
When  Ve7itis  vnderfloode  her  Sonne  was  thrall, 
She  made  poflhafle  to  haue  God  Vulcans  ayde, 
Solde  him  her  Ge?n7?ies,  and  Cejion  therewithal!,! 
To  ranfome  home  her  Sonne  that  was  betraide  j 
But  all  in  vaine,  the  Mufes  made  no  floare 
Of  gold,  but  bound  him  fafler  then  before. 
Therefore  all  you,  whom  Loue  did  ere  abufe. 
Come  clappe  your  handes  with  me,  to  fee  him  thrall, 
W^hofe  former  deedes  no  reafon  can  excufe. 
For  kilHng  thofe,  which  hurt  him  not  at  all : 
My  felfe  by  him  was  lately  led  awrye. 
Though  now  at  lafl  I  force  my  loue  to  dye. 

1  Vt  Martis  reuocetur  amor,  summique  Tonantis, 

A  te  luno  petat  Ceston,  et  ipsa  Venus.    MartiaUs. 
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The  Authour  in  this  Sonnet  exprefleth  his  mallice  towardes 
Venus  and  her  Sonne  Cupid^  by  currying  fauour  with 
Diana,  and  by  fuing  to  haue  the  felfe  fame  office  in 
her  walkes  and  foirefl,  which  fometimes  her  chad  and 
befl  beloued  Hippolitiis  enioyed.  Which  HippoUtus  (as 
Seruius  witnefleth)  dyed  by  the  falfe  deceipt  of  his 
Stepmother  Phcedra,  for  not  yeelding  ouer  himfelfe 
vnto  her  inceftuous  loue ;  whereuppon  Seneca  writeth  thus, 

Juuenifque  cajlus  crimine  incejla  iacet^ 
PudiatSy  in/ons. 


^lana,  fince  Hippolytus  is  deade, 
Let  me  enioy  thy  fauour,  and  his  place  :    [fleade, 
My  might  through  will  fhall  fland  thee  in  fome 
To  driue  blinde  Loue  and  Venus  from  thy  chafe  : 
For  where  they  lately  wrought  me  mickle  woe, 
I  vow  me  nowe  to  be  theire  mortall  foe. 
And  doe  thou  not  miflruft  my  chafletie. 
When  I  (hall  raunge  amidfl  thy  virgine  train e  : 
My  raynes  are  chaflned  fo  through  miferie, 
I'hat  Loue  with  me  can  nere  preuaile  againe  : 
„       The  childe,  whofe  finger  once  hath  felt  the  fire, 
„       To  playe  therewith  will  haue  but  fmale  defire. 
Befides,  I  vow  to  beare  a  watchful  eye, 
Difcou'ring  fuch,  as  paffe  along  thy  groue ; 
If  Luppiter  him  felfe  come  loytring  by, 
He  call  thy  crew  \  and  bid  them  fly  from  Loue ; 
For  if  they  flay,  he  will  obtaine  at  lafl, 
What  now  I  loathe,  becaufe  my  loue  is  pafl. 
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The  chiefeft  fubflance  of  this  Sonnet  is  borrowed  out  of  cer- 
teine  Latin  verfes  of  Strozza  a  noble  man  of  Italy ^  and  one  of 
the  befl  Poets  in  all  his  age  :  who  in  defcribing  Metaphori- 
cally to  his  fiiend  Antonius  the  true  forme  of  his  amorous 
eflate,  writeth  thus  : 

Vnda  hicfunt  Lachrima,  Venti fiipirice^  Remi 
Vofa,  Error  velum.  Mens  male/ana  Rails  ; 
Spes  Tenio,  Curce  Cojnltes,  Conjiantia  Amorls 
EJimaluSy  Dolor  ejl  Anchor  a,  Natclta  Amor,  etc. 


fflpHe  fouldiar  wome  with  warres,  delightes  in  peace; 
^^The  pilgrime  in  his  eafe,  when  toyles  are  pafl; 
Thelhiptogayne  the  porte,  when  flormesdoeceafej 
And  I  reioyce,  from  Loue  difcharg'd  at  lafl ; 
Whome  while  I  feni'd,  peace,  reft,  and  land  I  loft, 
With  grieufome  wars,  with  toyles,  with  ftorms  betoft. 
Sweete  liberty  nowe  giues  me  leaue  to  ftng, 
What  worlde  it  was,  where  Loue  the  rule  did  beare ; 
Howe  foolifti  Chaunce  by  lottes  rul'd  euery  thing ; 
Howe  Error  was  mainefaile^  each  wane  a  Teai-e ;      „ 
The  majler^  Loue  him  felfe ;  ^tt'^fighes  were  winde\  „ 
Cares  rowd  with  voives  the  ftiip  vnmery  viinde.         „ 
Falfe  hope  as  heahne  oft  tum'd  the  boat  about ;  „ 

Liconjlant  faith  ftood  vp  for  middle  majle  „ 

Defpaire  the  cable  twifted  all  with  Doubt  „ 

Held  Griping  Grief e  the  pyked  Anchor  fafl ;  „ 

Beaut ie  was  all  the  rockes.     But  I  at  laft,  „ 

Am  now  twife  free,  and  all  my  loue  is  pafl.         „ 
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The  fenfe  of  this  Sonnet  is  for  the  mofl  part  taken  out  of  a  letter, 
which  ^neas  Syluius  wrote  vnto  his  friend,  to  perfuade  him, 
that  albeit  he  lately  had  publifhed  the  wanton  loue  of  Liicreiia 
and  Euryalus,  yet  hee  liked  nothing  leffe  then  i\xch.  fond  Loue  ; 
and  that  he  nowe  repented  him  of  Ms  owne  labour  ouer  idlely 
beftowed  in  defcribing  the  fame. 


ff^Weete  liberty  reflores  my  woonted  ioy, 
}And  bids  me  tell,  how  painters  fet  to  viewe 
The  forme  of  Loue.     They  painte  him  but  a  Boy^ 
As  working  mofl  in  mindes  of  youthfull  crewe : 
They  fet  him  naked  all,  as  wanting  Ihame 
To  keepe  his  fecret  partes  or  t'hide  the  fame. 
They  paint  him  blinde  in  that  he  cannot  fpy 
What  diffrence  is  twixt  vertue  and  default. 
With  Boe  in  hand,  as  one  that  doth  defie, 
And  cumber  heedeleffe  heartes  with  fierce  affault : 
His  other  hand  doth  hold  a  bra^id  of  fire, 
In  figne  of  heate  he  makes  through  hot  defire. 
They  giue  him  wifiges  to  flie  from  place  to  place, 
To  note  that  all  are  wau'ring  like  the  winde, 
Whofe  liberty  fond  Lotie  doth  once  deface. 
This  forme  to  Loue  old  paynters  haue  affignd : 
Whofe  fond  effects  if  any  lift  to  proue, 
Where  I  make  end,  let  them  begin  to  Lour, 
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The  Authour  in  the  firfle  flaffe  of  this  Sonnet,  exprefTeth  how 
Loue  firfl  went  beyond  him,  by  perfuading  him  that  all  was 
golde  which  gliftered.  In  the  fecond,  hee  telleth,  how  time 
broughte  hym  to  trueth,  and  Trueth  to  Reafon  :  by  whofe  good 
counfell  he  found  the  way  from  worfe  to  better,  and  did  ouer- 
goe  the  malice  of  blinde  Fortune.  In  the  third  ftaffe,  he 
craueth  pardon  at  euery  man  for  the  offences  of  his  youth  ;  and 
to  Loue,  the  onely  caufe  of  his  long  errour,  hee  geueth  his 
vltimum  vale. 


Outh  made  a  fault  through  lightnes  of  Beleefe, 

Which  fond  Beleefe  Loue  placed  in  my  brefl : 

„       But  now  I  finde,  that  Reafon  giues  reHefe;  [beil; 

„       And  time  fhewes  Trueth,  and  Wit,  thats  bought,  is 

Mufe  not  therefore  although  I  chaunge  my  vaine, 
„  He  runnes  too  farre  which  neuer  tumes  againe. 
Henceforth  my  mind  Ihall  haue  a  watchfull  eye, 
He  fcome  Fond  Loue,  and  practife  of  the  fame  : 
The  wifedome  of  my  hart  fhall  foone  defcrie 
Each  thing  thats  good,  from  what  deferueth  blame : 
My  fong  Ihalbe ;  Fortune  hath  fpitte  her  fpight, 
And  Loue  can  hurt  no  more  withall  his  might. 
Therefore  all  you,  to  whome  my  courfe  is  knowne, 
Thinke  better  comes,  and  pardon  what  is  pafl  : 
I  finde  that  all  my  wildefl  Gates  are  fowne, 
And  loy  to  fee,  what  now  I  fee  at  lafl ; 

And  fmce  that  Loue  was  caufe  I  trode  a  \vry, 
I  heere  take  off  his  Bels,  and  let  him  flie. 
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This  whole  Sonnet  is  nothing  els  but  a  briefe  and  pithy  morall, 
and  made  after  the  felfe  fame  vaine  with  that,  which  is  lafl 
before  it.  The  two  firft  staffes,  (excepting  onely  the  two  firil 
verfes  of  all)  expreffe  the  Authours  alteration  of  minde  and 
life,  and  his  change  from  his  late  vaine  eftate  and  follies  in 
loue,  by  a  metaphore  of  the  fhipman,  which  by  fhipwrakes 
chaunce  is  happely  reftoared  on  a  fodeine  vnto  that  land,  which 
he  a  long  time  had  moft  wifhed  for. 


fLong  maintayned  warre  gainfl  Reafons  rule, 
I  wandred  pilgrime  like  in  Errors  maze, 
I  fat  in  Follies  fhip,  and  playde  the  foole, 
Till  on  Repenta7ice  rocke  hir  fides  did  craze  : 
Herewith  I  learne  by  hurtes  alreadie  pafl, 
„  That  each  extreme  will  change  it  felfe  at  lafl. 

This  (hipwrackes  chance  hath  fet  me  on  a  fhelfe, 
Where  neither  Lone  can  hurte  me  any  more, 
Nor  Fortunes  hand,  though  fhe  enforce  her  felfe ; 
Difcretion  graunts  to  fet  me  lafe  on  (hoare, 

Where  guile  is  fettred  fafl  and  wifedome  rules. 
To  punifli  heedeles  hearts  and  wilfullfooles^ 
And  fmce  the  heau'ns  haue  better  lot  affign'd, 
I  feare  to  burne,  as  hauing  felte  the  fire ; 
And  proofe  of  harmes  fo  changed  hath  my  minde. 
That  witt  and  will  to  Reafon  doe  retyre : 

Not  Venus  nowe,  nor  Loue  with  all  his  fnares 
Can  drawe  my  witts  to  woes  at  vnawares. 
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The  two  fiiil  flaffes  of  this  Sonnet  are  altogether  fententiall,  and 
euerie  one  veife  of  them  is  grownded  vpou  a  diuerfe  reafon  and 
authoritie  from  the  reft.  T  haue  thought  good  for  breuitie  fake, 
onelie  to  fet  downe  here  the  authorities,  with  figures,  whereby 
to  applie  euerie  one  of  them  to  his  due  lyne  in  order  as  they 
ftand.  I.  l^\^xorv\rcm&\  III  delicijs  difficile  eft  fertiarecajlitatein. 
2.  Aufonius  :  difpulit  inconfulUts  amor  etc.  3.  Seneca :  Amor 
ejlociojcz  canfafollicihidinis.  4.  Propertius  :  Errat^quifinem 
vefani  qucerit  amoris.  5.  Horatius :  Semper  ardentes  acuens 
fagittcLS.  6  Xenophon  fcribit  amo7-em  ejfe  igne,  et  flamma 
flagrantiorem,  quod  ignis  vrat  tarigejites,  et  proxima  tajitum 
cremet^  amor  ex  longinqiio  fpeiflante  torrent.  7.  Calenti :  /Yz^- 
rinta  Zelotipo  funt  in  amore  ?nala.  8  Ouidius  :  Inferet  arma 
tibifcciia  rebellis  amor.  9.  Pontanus:  Si  vacuum  fineret  perfidi- 
ofus  ajnor.  lo.  Marullus :  Q2ud  tantum  lachrimis  meis  pro- 
terue  Jnfultas  piier'i  ii.  Tibullus  :  At  lafciins  amor  rixoe 
mala  verba  minijirat.  12.  "Wixg-^MviS, :  Belhim  foepe  petit  ferus 
exitiale  Cupido, 


"  Wr  ^^^  ^^^^  delight  in  fweete  delicious  fare; 
,5  jMLi  Loue  neiier  takes  good  Coimfell  for  his  frende ;     2 
„  ^zJ^Loye  author  is,  and  caufe  of  ydle  care  ;  3 

„         Loue  is  diftraught  of  witte,  and  hath  no  end ;     4 
„  Loue  fhoteth  fhaftes  of  burning  hote  defire ;      5 

,,  Zo?^^  burnetii  more  then  eyther  flame  or  fire  ;  s 

„  L.oue  doth  much  hanne  through  lealofies  affault ;        7 
,,  Loue  once  embraft  will  hardly  part  againe ;  8 

„  Loue  thinkes  in  breach  of  faith  there  is  no  fault ;       9 
,,  Loue  makes  a  fporte  of  others  deadly  paine ;  " 

„     Loue  is  a  wanton  Chiide,  and  loues  to  brail.  " 

„     Loue  with  his  warre  bringes  many  foules  to  thrall.   ^ 
Thefe  are  the  fmalleft  faultes  that  lurke  in  Loue, 
Thefe  are  the  hurtes  which  I  haue  caufe  to  curfe, 
Thefe  are  thofe  truethes  which  no  man  can  difproue, 
Thefe  are  fuch  harmes  as  none  can  fuffer  worfe. 
All  this  I  write,  that  others  may  beware, 
Though  now  my  felfe  twife  free  from  all  fuch  care. 

1  Hierom.     2  Ausoii.     «  Seneca.  10  Marull.  "  Tibull. 

*  Propert.     ^  Horat.    «  Xe7ioph.  "^    Virgil,  de  ViTto  et  Vcne*-e, 

T  Caletit.       8  Quid.        » PotU. 
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In  this  Latine  pafsion,  the  Authour  tranflateth,  as  it  were,  para- 
phraftically  the  Sonnet  of  Petrarch,  which  beginneth  thus. 
Tennemi  Amor  anni  ve?it''  vno  ardendo,  Sotitui.  313. 

Lido  nelfoco,  e  nel  duol pien  dif peine,  etc. 

But  to  make  it  feme  his  owne  tume,  he  varieth  from  Petrarches 
wordes,  where  he  declarelh,  howe  manie  yeares  he  liued  in 
loue,  as  well  before,  as  fmce  the  death  of  his  beloued  Laivra. 
Vnder  which  name  alfo  the  Authour,  in  this  Sonnet,  fpecifieth 
her,  whom  he  lately  loued. 


ter  binos  annos  vnumque  fiihegit 
*^-^if^   Diuus  Amor ;  Icetufque  fui^  licet  ignibiis  arfi; 
Spemqiie  hahui  certam,  curis  licet  iflus  acerbis. 
lamque  duos  alios  extitus  ainore  peregi^ 

Ac  ft  fydereos  mea  Laura  volarit  i?i  orbes, 
Duxerit  et  feaiin  veteris  penetralia  cordis. 
Fertcefum  ta?tdem  vitce  me  poenitet  actce, 

Et  pudet  e?'roris  pene  abfumpfiffefub  vmbra. 
Semina  virtutum.     Sed  quce  pars  vltima  rejiat, 
Supplice  7?iente  tibi  tandem,  Deus  alte,  repo?io, 
Et  male  ti'anfactce  deploro  tempera  vitce, 
Cuius  agendus  erat  meliori  tramite  curfus^ 
Litis  ifi  arce7id(Ejludijs,  et  pace  colendce. 
Erghfum77ie  Deus,  per  que7n  fiwi  claufus  i7i  ijlo 
Car  cere,  ab  cBterno  fah:u7n  fac  efj'e  periclo. 
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In  the  latter  part  of  this  Sonnet  the  Authour  imitateth  thofe  verfes 
of  Horace. 

Me  tabula  facer 
Votiua  paries  indicat  vtiida  Ad  Pyrrham 

SufpendiJJ'e potetiti  ode.  5. 

Vejlinienia  maris  Deo. 
Whom  alfo   that   renowned  Florentine  M.   Agnolo  Firenzuola 
did  imitate  long  agoe,    both  in  like    manner   and   matter, 
as  foUoweth. 

O  miferi  coloro, 

Che  non  prouar  di  donna  f dee  mai : 

11  pericol,  ch^io  cor/i 

Nel  tempejlqfo  mar,  nella  procella 

Del  lor  crudel  Amoj'e 

Mojlrar  lo  pub  la  taitoletta  pqjla 

E  le  "vejli  ancor  violli 

Sofpefe  al  tempio  del  horrendo  Dio 

Di  qiiejlo  mar  crudele. 


'E  captiue  foules  of  blindefold  Cyprians  boate 
Marke  with  aduife  in  what  eflate  yee  flande, 
Your  Boteman  neuer  whiftles  mearie  noate, 
And  Folly  keeping  fleme,  flill  puttes  from  lande, 
And  makes  a  fport  to  toffe  you  to  and  froe 
T wixt  Jig/ii/ig  windes,  and  furging  wanes  of  woe. 
On  Beawties  rocke  fhe  runnes  you  at  her  will, 
And  holdes  you  in  fufpenfe  twixt  hope  a,nd  feare, 
WTiere  dying  oft,  yet  are  you  liuing  flill, 
But  fuch  a  life,  as  death  much  better  were ; 
Be  therefore  circumfpect,  and  follow  me. 
When  C/iaimce,  or  chaunge  of  inaners  fets  you  free. 
Beware  how  you  returne  to  feas  again e  : 
Hang  vp  your  votiue  tables  in  the  quyre 
Of  Cupids  Church,  in  witneffe  of  the  paine 
You  fuffer  now  hy  forced  fond  defire : 

Then,  hang  your  throughwett  garmentes  on  the  wall, 
And  fmg  with  me,  That  Lone  is  mixt  with  gall. 
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Here  the  Author  by  comparing  the  tyrannous  delightes  and 
deedes  of  blinde  Cupid  with  the  honefl  dehghtes  and  deedes 
of  other  his  fellow  Goddeffes  and  Gods,  doth  bleffe  the  time 
and  howre  that  euer  he  forfooke  to  follow  him  ;  whom  he 
confeffeth  to  haue  bene  greate  and  forcible  in  his  doings, 
though  but  litle  of  flature,  and  in  apparence  weakelie.  Of 
all  the  names  here  mentioned,  Hebe  is  feldomefl  redde,  wher- 
fore  know  they  which  know  it  not  alreadie,  that  Hebe  (as  Ser- 
uius  writeth)  is  hinoes  daughter,  hauing  no  father,  and  now 
wife  to  Hercules^  and  Goddeffe  of  youth,  and  youthlie  fporting. 
and  was  cupbearer  to  lone,  till  fhe  fell  in  the  prefence  of  all 
the  Goddes,  fo  vnhappelie,  that  they  fawe  her  priuities,  where- 
upon lone  being  angry,  fubflituted  Ganimedes  into  her  ofi&ce 
and  place. 


"^^Hehus  delightes  to  view  his  Lawrel  Tree ; 
1-^  The  Popplar  pleafeth  Hercules  alone ; 
Melijla  mother  is,  and  fautrix  to  the  Bee^ 
Pallas  will  weare  the  Oliiie  branche  or  none; 
Of  fhepheardes  and  theire  flocke  Pales  is  Quene; 
And  Ceres  rypes  the  corne,  was  lately  greene ; 
To  Chloris  eu'ry  flower  belonges  of  right ; 
The  Dryade  Nimphs  of  woodes  make  chiefe  accoumpt; 
Oreades  in  hills  haue  theire  delight ; 
Diana  doth  protect  each  bubblinge  Fount ; 
To  Hebe  louely  kiffmg  is  afign'd ; 
To  Zephire  eu'ry  gentle  breathing  winde. 
But  what  is  Loues  delight  ?  to  hurt  each  where ; 
5,      He  cares  not  whome,  with  dartes  of  deepe  defire; 
„      With  watchfull  iealofie,  with  hope,  with  feare, 
„      With  nipping  cold,  and  fecrete  flames  of  fire. 
O  happye  howre  wherein  I  did  forgoe 
This  litle  God,  fo  greate  a  caufe  of  woe. 
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In  the  fiiil  and  fixt  line  of  this  Pafsion  the  Authour  alludeth  to 
two  fentencious  verfes  in  Sophocles  \  whereof  the  fiifl  is, 
cD  y-Sipe,  dvfibs  5'  iv  KaKOti  oi  ^vfitpopov,^ 
Ofoole,  in  eiiills  fretting  nought  auailes. 
The  fecond  t6  7a/), 

<}>avdkv  tIs  S.V  56vaiT  ayivvrjTov  Toieiv.^ 
For  who  can  make  vndon  what  once  is  done  ? 
In  the  other  two  (laffes  following,  the  Authour  purfueth  on  his 
matter,  beginning  and  ending  euery  line  with  the  felfe  fame 
fillable  he  vfed  in  the  firft :  wherein  hee  imitateth  fome  Italian 
Poets,  who  more  to  trie  their  witts,  [t]hen  for  any  other  conceite, 
haue  written  after  the  like  manner. 


i 


yioue  is  pafl,  woe  woorth  the  day  and  hovfr 


When  to  fuch  folly  firll  I  did  enciine, 
Whereof  X\\Q  very  tliought  is  bitter  y^a/V, 
And  Hill  would  hurte,  were  not  my  foule  diuine^ 
Or  did  not  Reafon  teach,  that  care  is  vaine 
For  ill  once  pafl,  which  cannot  turne  agaitie. 
My  Loue  is  pafl,  bleffed  the  day  and  how'r. 
When  from  fo  fond  eflate  I  did  decline^ 
Wherein  was  little  fweet  with  micklej^2£/V, 
A7td  lofTe  of  minde,  whofe  fubflance  is  diuine, 
Or  at  the  lefl,  expence  of  time  in  vaine^ 
For  which  expence  no  Zone  retumeth  gaine. 
My  Loue  is  paft,  wherein  was  no  good  how'r ; 
When  others  ioy'd,  to  cares  I  did  encline, 
Whereon  I  fedde,  although  the  tafle  were  fow'r^ 
And  flill  beleu'd  Loue  was  fome  pow'r  diuifie, 

Or  fome  inftinct,  which  could  not  worke  in  vaine^ 
Forgetting,  Time  well  fpent  was  double  gaine, 

1  In  Oedipo-Colonse.  2  In  Trachiniis. 
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In  this  Pafsion  the  Authour  hath  but  augmented  the  inuention  of 
Scraphine,  where  he  write[t]h  in  this  manner. 

Biaflemo  quando  mai  le  labbra  aperfi 

Per  dar  nome  a  cq/iei,  che  acab  me  induce. 
Biajlemo  il  tempo ^  e  qtianti  giorni  hb  perfi 

A  feguitar  fi  tenebrofa  hice: 
Biajlemo  charta,  inchiojiro,  e  verfi, 

Et  quanto  Amor  per  mefama  gliaduce ; 
Biajlemo  quando  mai  la  vidi  anchora. 

El  meje^  Vanno,  e  gionio^  el p unto,  elhora. 

fCurfe  the  time,  wherein  thefe  lips  of  mine  [kinde: 
Did   praye   or   praife   the    Dame  that    was    vn- 
I  curfe  both  leafe,  and  ynke,  and  euery  line 
My  hand  hath  writ,  in  hope  to  moue  her  minde : 
I  curfe  her  hollowe  heart  and  flattring  eyes, 
Whofefliedeceyte  didcaufe  my  mourning  cryes : 
I  curfe  the  fugred  fpeach  and  Syrens  fong, 
Wherewith  fo  oft  fhe  hath  bewitcht  mine  eare  : 
I  curfe  my  fooHfh  will,  that  flay'd  fo  long, 
And  tooke  delight  to  bide  twixte  hoape  and  feare ; 
I  curfe  the  howre,  wherein  I  firfl  began 
By  louing  lookes  to  proue  a  witleffe  man : 
I  curfe  thofe  dayes  which  I  haue  fpent  in  vaine, 
By  feruing  fuch  an  one  as  reakes  no  right ; 
1  curfe  each  caufe  of  all  my  fecret  paine, 
Though  Loue  to  heare  the  fame  haue  fmall  delight : 
And  fmce  the  heau'ns  my  freedom e  now  reflore, 
Hence  foorth  He  Hue  at  eafe,  and  loue  no  more. 
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A  Lahyrinth  is  a  place  made  full  of  turnings  and  creekes,  where 
hence,  he  that  is  once  gotten  in,  can  hardly  get  out  againe. 
Of  this  forte  '^Flijiy  mentioneth  foure  in  the  world,  which 
were  moft  noble.  One  in  Crete  made  by  Dcedahis,  at  the 
commaundement  of  king  Minos,  to  fliut  vp  the  Minota^.re  in  : 
to  which  monfler  the  Atheniens  by  league  were  bound,  euery 
yeere  to  fend  feuen  of  their  children,  to  bee  deuoured  ;  which 
was  perfourmed,  till  at  the  laft,  by  the  helpe  oi  Ariadne,  ThefeKS 
flewe  the  monfter.  An  other  he  mentioneth  to  haue  beene  in 
yEgipi,  which  alfo  Pomp07iius  Mela  defcribeth  in  his  fii-fk 
booke.  The  third  in  Lernnos,  wherein  were  eredled  a  hundreth 
and  fifty  pillers  of  fmguler  workmanfhip.  The  fourth  in  Italy, 
builded  by  Porfejina  king  of  Hetruria,  to  ferue  for  his  fepulchre. 
But  in  this  Pafsion  the  Authour  alludeth  vnto  that  of  Crete  only. 


c^p  Hough  fomewhat  late,  at  lafl  I  found  the  way 
j^i)  To  leaue  the  doubtfull  Labyrinth  of  Loue^ 
Wherein  (alas)  each  minute  feemd  a  day : 
Him  felfe  was  Minotaitre ;  whofe  force  to  proue 
I  was  enforfl,  till  Reafon  taught  my  mind 
To  flay  the  beafl,  and  leaue  him  there  behind. 
But  being  fcaped  thus  from  out  his  maze, 
And  pafl  the  dang'rous  Denne  fo  full  of  doubt, 
Falfe  Thefeus  like,  my  credite  fhall  I  craze, 
Forfaking  her,  whofe  hand  did  helpe  me  out  ? 
With  Ariadne  Reafoii  Ihall  not  fay, 
I  faiHd  his  life^  and  yet  he  runnes  away. 
No,  no,  before  I  leaue  the  golden  rule, 
Or  lawes  of  her,  that  floode  fo  much  my  friend, 
Or  once  againe  will  play  the  louing  foole, 
The  fky  fiiall  fall,  and  all  fhall  haue  an  end : 
I  wifh  as  much  to  you  that  louers  be, 
Whofe  paines  will  pafTe,  if  you  beware  by  me. 

1  Lib  36.  ca.  13. 
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In  this  Pafsion,  the  Authour  in  flcoffing  bitterly  at  Venus,  and  her 
fonne  Cupid,  alludeth  vnto  certaine  verfes  in  Quid,  but  inuert- 
eth  them  to  an  other  fenfe,  then  Quid  vfed,  who  wrote  them 
vpon  the  death  of  Tibullus.  Thefe  are  the  verfes,  which  he 
imitateth, 

Ecce  puer  Veneris  fert  euerfamque pharetram, 

Et /radios  arcus,  etfme  lucefacem.        Eleglar.  lib.  i]x]. 
A\d]/pice  demifsis  vt  eat  miferabilis  alis, 

Pedloraqiie  infejla  tondat  aperta  manu.  etc. 
Nee  minus  ejl  confufa  Venus,  etc. 
Quam  iuuenis  rupit  cumferus  inguen  aper. 

WHat  ayles  poore  Venus  nowe  to  fit  alone 
^^  In  funerall  attyre,  her  woonted  hew    [to  moan : 
Quite  chang'd,  her  fmile  to  teares,  her  myrth 
As  though  Adonis  woundes  now  bled  anew, 
Or  (he  with  young  lulus  late  retum'd 
From  feeing  her  jEneas  carkas  bum'd. 
Alack  for  woe,  what  ayles  her  little  Boy, 
To  haue  his  tender  cheekes  befprent  with  teares. 
And  fit  and  fighe,  where  he  was  wonte  to  toy  ? 
How  happes,  no  longer  he  his  quiuer  weares, 

But  breakes  his  Boe,  throwing  the  fhiuers  by, 
And  pluckes  his  winges,  and  lettes  his  fyrebrand  dye  ? 
No,  Dame  and  Darling  too,  yee  come  to  late. 
To  winne  me  now,  as  you  haue  done  tofore  : 
I  liue  fecure,  and  quiet  in  eflate, 
Fully  refolu'd  from  louing  any  more  : 

Goe  pack  for  fhame  from  hence  to  Cyprus  Ile^ 
And  there  goe  play  your  prankes  an  other  while. 
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The  Authour  in  this  pafsion  alludeth  to  the  fable  of  Phineus 
which  is  fette  down  at  large  in  the  Argonatiticks  of  Apollo- 
mtis,  and  Valerius  Flaccus.  He  compareth  him  felfevnto-P<^/- 
neus ;  his  Millres  vnto  the  Harpy es  ;  and  his  though tes  vnto 
Zethes^  and  his  defires  vnto  Calais,  the  two  twinnes  oi  Boreas) 
and  the  voyce  of  Ne plus  vltra  fpoaken  from  Heauen  to  Calais 
and  Zethes,  vnto  the  Diuine  grace,  which  willed  him  to  follow 
no  further  the  miferies  of  a  Louers  eftate,  but  to  profeffe  vn- 
fainedlie,  that  his  Loue  is  pafl.  And,  lafl  of  all,  the  Author 
concludeth  againll  the  fower  fawce  of  Louc  with  the  French 
prouerbe  :  Four  vn  plaifir  mille  douleurs. 


fHe  ITarjpye  birdes,  that  did  in  fuch  defpight 
Greiue  and  annoy  old  Phmeus  fo  fore, 
Where  chaf'd  away  by  Calais  in  flight 
And  by  his  brother  Zeth  for  euermore ; 

Who  follow'd  them,  vntill  they  hard  on  hye 
A  voyce,  that  faid.  Ye  Twimies  No  furtheryfy. 
Phitieus  I  am,  that  fo  tormented  was ; 
My  Laura  here  I  may  an  Harpy e  name ; 
My  thoughtes  and  lufles  bee  Sonnes  to  Boreas, 
Which  neuer  cea'll  in  following  my  Davie, 
Till  heau'nly  Grace  faid  vnto  me  at  lafl, 
Leaue  fond  Delightes,  and  fay  thy  loue  is  pafl. 
My  loue  is  pafl  I  fay,  and  fmg  full  glad ; 
My  time,  alas,  mifpent  in  Loue  I  rewe, 
Wherein  few  ioyes,  or  none  at  all  I  had. 
But  floare  of  woes  :  I  found  the  prouerbe  true. 
For  eu'ry  pleafm*e  that  in  Loue  is  found, 
A  thoufand  woes  and  more  therein  abound. 
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The  Author  in  this  pafsion,  telling  what  Loue  is,  eafeth  his  heart, 
as  it  were,  by  rayling  out  right,  where  he  can  worke  no  other 
manner  of  reuenge.  The  inuention  hereof,  for  the  mofl  part 
of  the  particulars  conteyned,  is  taken  out  of  certeine  Latine 
verfes,  which  this  Authour  compofed  vpon  Quid  Amor.  Which 
becaufe  they  may  well  importe  a  pafsion  of  the  writer,  and 
aptly  befitte  the  prefent  title  of  his  ouerpaffed  Lotie,  he  fetteth 
them  downe  in  this  next  page  following,  but  not  as  accompt- 
able  for  one  of  the  hundreth  paffions  of  this  booke. 


^Arke  wanton  youthes,  whome  Beawtie  maketh 
blinde, 

And  leame  of  me,  what  kinde  a  thing  is  Loue ; 
Loue  is  a  Braineficke  Boy,  and  fierce  by  kinde ; 
A  VVillfull  Thought,  which  Reafon  can  not  moue; 
A  Fiat f ring  Sycophant ;  a  MurdWing  Tliiefe ; 
A  Poyfned  cJwaJzing  Bayte ;  sl  Tyfing  Grief e ; 
A  Tyrant  in  his  Lawes ;  in  fpeach  vntrue ; 
A  Biindfoid  Guide ;  a  FeatJier  in  the  winde ; 
A  right  ^Cha7neleon  for  change  of  hewe; 
A  Lameii^nme  Lujl ;  a  Tempejl  of  the  minde  ; 
A  Breach  of  Chaflitie ;  all  vertues  Foe ; 
A  Priuate  warre  \  a  Toiifome  webbe  of  woe ; 
K  Fearefull  Leaiofie  \  a  VaineDefire; 
A  Labryrinth  j  a  Fieafing  Miferie\ 
A  SJiipivracJze  of  mans  Hfe ;  a  SmoaJdeffe  fire  ; 
A  Sea  of  teares ;  a  iafiing  Limacie ; 

A  Heauie  feruitude ',  a  Drop  fie  Thuifi) 

A  HeiiifJi  Gaiie,  whofe  captiues  are  accurfl. 

I  Vide  Plin  natura  Hist.  lib.  28,  cap.  8. 
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Quid  Amor  f 

.v^|.  Vidfit  aj?i07%  qiialifque,  cupis  me  scire  magijlro  1 

\J^i.\     EJl  Veneris  proles :  coelo  metuendus^  et  Oreo; 

Et  leuior  ve?itis;  et  fulminis  ocyor  alis ; 

Peruigil  excubitor ;  fallax  cojnes ;  inuidus  hofpes ; 

Armatus  piier ;  infanus  iuuenis ;  nouitatis 

Quefitor^  belli  fautor;  virtuti  inimiais; 

Splendidus  ore,  nocens  promijfo ;  lege  ty r annus ; 

Dux  cezcus ;  gurges  viciorum;  nodlus  alumnus ; 

Fur  cla7idejlinus ;  mors  viuida;  mortua  vita; 

Dulcis  inexpertis,  expertis  durus ;  Eremus 

StultiiicB;  facula  ignefcejis ;  vefana  libido; 

Zelotypian  frigus ;  mala  mens ;  corrupta  voluntas ; 

Pluma  leuis;  morbus  ieco?'is;  dementia  prudens ; 

Infamis  leno ;  Bacchi,  Cererifque  minijler ; 

Prodiga  liber tas  anitnce;  pruritus  inanis ; 

Prauorum  career;  corrupti  fanguinis  ardor; 

Irrationalis  motus ;  fycophaiita  bilinguis  ; 

Struma  pudicitice ;  fumi  expersfla77ima;  patron  us 

Periu7'ce  li7igucB;  projlrato  fceuus ;  amicus 

Im77ieritis ;  a7ii7ni  te77ipejlas ;  luxuriofus 

Prceceptor,  fine  fi7ie  mahan;  fine  pace  duellu7n; 

Naufragiu7n  hu77tance  vitce;  Icethale  venenu7n; 

Flebile  cordolium;  graue  calcar ;  acuta  fagitta ; 

So7itica  per7iicies,  nodofce  caufa  poddgrce ; 

Natus  ad  i7ifLdias  vulpes :  p07itus  lachryma7'um  ; 

Virgi7iece  Zo71cb  ruptura;  dolofa  voluptas ; 

Multicolor  fe7pens  ;  vre7is  affeHus  ;  i7ur7nis 

Bellator ;  fe7iijque  caput,  feniu77ique  iuue7itcB  ? 

A7ite  diem  fimus  ;  porta7itis  viper  a;  moejlus 

Polli7i6lor ;  fyren  fallax;  77iors prceuia  morti; 

LifeBor  7W7ior  11771;  err  or  is  Labyrinthus  ;  a7nara 

Dulcedo  ;  i7iue7itor  falfi  ;  via  perditio7iis  ; 

For77iaru77i  egregius  fpeftator ;  poena  peren7iis ; 

Stifpirans  ve7itus ;  fuigultu ple7ia  querela; 

Trifie  magifleriu7n;  77iultce  iadiira  diei ; 

Marty  nam  i7niocui;  te77ierarius  aduena;  pondus 

Sifyphiiwt ;  radix  cu7'a7'U7n;  defiais  efca; 

Febris  a7ihela;  fit  is  77wrofa;  hid7'opicus  ardor ; 

Vis  V710  dicam  ve7'bo  ?  i7icar7iata  Gehe7i7ui  e/l. 
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MY  LOVE   IS   PAST. 

This  pafsion  is  an  imitation  of  the  firfl  Sonnet  in  Seraphine,  and 
grownded  vpon  that  which  Arijlotle  writeth^  of  the  ^gle^  for 
the  proofe  fhe  maketh  of  her  birdes,  by  fetting  them  to  behold 
the  Sonne.     After  whom  Pliny  hath  written,  as  folio weth  : 

Aquila  implumes  etiamnum  pullos  fuos  percutiens^  Subindt 
cogit  aduerfos  intueri  Soils  radios :  et  fi  conniuenhim  htcmec- 
tantemque  animaduerlit,  prcecipitat  e  nido,  velut  adulterinum 
atque  degenerem:  ilium,  cuius  acies firma  contra  Jietei'it,  educat.^ 

fHe  haughtie  ^gle  Birde^  of  Birdes  the  befl, 
^^  Before  the  feathers  of  her  younglinges  growe. 
She  liftes  them  one  by  one  from  out  theire  nefl, 
To  vewe  the  Sunne^  thereby  her  owne  to  knowe  ; 
Thofe  that  behold  it  not  with  open  eye, 
She  lettes  them  fall,  not  able  yet  to  flye. 
Such  was  my  cafe,  when  Loue  poffefl  my  mind; 
Each  thought  of  mine,  which  could  not  bide  the  light 
Of  her  my  Swuie^  whofe  beames  had  made  me  blinde, 
I  made  my  Will  fuppreffe  it  with  Defpight : 

But  fuch  a  thought,  as  could  abide  her  befl, 
I  harbred  Hill  within  my  carefuU  brefl. 
But  thofe  fond  dayes  are  pafl,  and  halfe  forgotte ; 
I  practife  now  the  quite  cleane  contrary : 
What  thoughtes  can  like  of  her,  I  like  them  not, 
But  choake  them  flreight,  for  feare  of  ieopardy; 
For  though  that  Loue  to  fome  do  feeme  a  Toy^ 
I  knowe  by  proofe,  that  Loue  is  long  annoy. 

1  Lib,  9.  Hist,  animal.  2  Nat  Hist  lib.  10  cap.  i. 
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The  Auuiour  faineth  here,  that  Lotce,  effaying  with  his  brand,  to 
fire  the  heart  of  fome  fuch  Lady,  on  whome  it  would  not  vvorke, 
immediately,  to  trie  whether  the  old  vertue  of  it  were  extin- 
guiflied  or  no,  applied  it  vnto  his  owne  brefl,  and  thereby 
foolifhlie  confumed  him  felfe.  This  inuention  hath  fome  rela- 
tion vnto  the  Epitaph  of  Loue^  written  by  M,  Girolimo  Para- 
bofco\ 

In  cenere  giace  qitifepolto  A  more, 
Colpa  di  qiiclla,  eke  morir  mi  face,  etc. 


Efolu'd  to  dufl  intomb'd  heere  lieth  Loue^ 
jThrough  faulte  of  her,  who  heere  her  felfe  fhouldlye; 
He  flrooke  her  brefl,  but  all  in  vaine  did  proue 
To  fire  the  yfe  :  and  doubting  by  and  by 
His  brand  had  loft  his  force,  he  gan  to  trye 
Vpon  him  felfe ;  which  tryall  made  him  dye. 

In  footh  no  force ;  let  thofe  lament  who  lufl, 

He  fmg  a  carroll  fong  for  obfequy ; 

For,  towardes  me  his  dealings  were  vniufl, 

And  caufe  of  all  my  paffed  mifery : 

The  Fates^  I  thinke,  feeing  what  I  had  pafl, 
In  my  behalfe  wrought  this  reuenge  at  lafl. 

But  fomewhat  more  to  pacyfie  my  minde, 

By  illing  him,  through  whome  I  liu'd  a  flaue, 

He  cafl  his  afhes  to  the  open  winde, 

Or  write  this  Epitaph  vppon  his  graue ; 

Here  lyeth  Lone,  of  Mars  the  baflard  Sonne, 
VVhofe  fooliJJi  fault  to  death  him  felfe  hath  donne. 
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Tl-iis  is  an  Epilogue  to  the  whole  worke,  and  more  like  a  praier 
then  a  Paffion  :  and  is  faitPifully  tranflated  out  of  Petrarch^ 
^Sonnet.  314,  2.  parte,  where  he  beginneth, 

/  vh  piangendo  i  mid pafsaii  tempi 
I  quaipo/i  in  amar  cofa  mortale, 
Se7iza  leuarmi  h  volo,  hauencCio  Vale 
Per  darfo7'fe  di  me  non  bafsi  efsejitpi.  etc. 


fVgeo  iam  querulus  vitce  tot  luflra  pera^la, 
Quce  male  confumpfiy  inortalia  vana  fecidur, 
Cum  tameii  alatiis  potui  volitajfe  per  altum^ 
Exemplarqiie  fiiifse  alij's,  7iec  ijiiitile  forfan. 
Tu  mea  qui  peccata  vides,  cidpasque  nefandas, 

Cceli  fumme  parens,  magrmm,  et  venerabile  numen, 
CoUapfce  fuccurre  a?iimce  ;  me^itifque  caducce 
Candida  defeHum  tua  gratia  fuppkat  omnein. 
Vt,  quifujlinui  belhwi,  durafque  procellas, 

In  pace,  et  portu  moi'iar  ;  miniineque  probanda 
Si  mea  vita/uit,  tamen  vt  claudatur  honejlh 
Tantillo  vitce  fpacio,  quod  forte  fuperfit, 

Funeribufque,  meis  prcefentim  porrige  dextram; 
Jpfe  videSj  in  te  qudrmfpes  inea  tota  repojla  ejl. 

FINIS. 

The  Labour  is  light,  where  Lout  is  the  Paiemijlres. 


THOMAS    WATSON. 


II.  Meliboeus. 

A  Latin  Elegy  on  the  Death  of 

SIR    FRANCIS    WALSINGHAM. 
1590. 


11.  An  Eglogue,   etc. 


Being  a  Translation  of  the  same  into  English. 
1590. 
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GENEROSISSIMO  VIRO 

Thomae  VValfinghamo  Armigero 

laudatifflmo  virtutis  6^  litterariim  afsertori 
Tho.  VVatfonus 

S,D. 

D  rifum  faciles  foleo  caiitare  Napaas, 
Et  fpumagenitcB  furta  iocofa  Dece^ 
Et  Icetas  gelida  Charites  Nymphafque  fiib 
vmbra, 
Et  mist 05  iocidis,  illecehrifque  fales : 
Sed  noua  iam  rerum  fades  adferiafuadet^ 

Et  fotiat  illepida  nojlra  Thalia  fide. 
Jnuitos  ne6lo  niimeros,  gemituque  refohwr 
Jn  tristes  Ekgos,  fimereiimque  melos. 
Nee  folus  f undo  lacrymas :  gemit  Anglia  tota, 

Et  luget  laceris  vndiqiie  fparfa  eo7?tis. 
Magjius  enim  (pr oh  fata)  diem  Francifcus  obitiit, 

Areadice  nostrce.  qui  Meliboeus  erat : 
Et  mihi  fubtristes  qui  (te  mediante)  procellas 

Depulit,  hyberno  velaferente  Noto, 
Officio  lubeor  iiiiferandos  cedere  questus, 

Et  lacrymis  lacrymas  accuinulare  tuis. 
Tu  clemens  digfiare  pias  audire  querelas : 

Dumque  ego  fu7n  Cory  don.,  Tityrus  efse  voli. 
Ereptum  nobis  Meliboeu77i  flebimus  a7nbo : 
Fkbi7iiuSy  vt  raptumfleuit  a77iicus  Hylam. 

Dignitatis  tuse  fludiofas 
Thomas  Watfonus. 


p(^En5i»» 


iAJ\r  EGLGGVE,    eU.-\ 


'43 


144 


[ECLOGA    INOBITVM,    Sec} 


[A.V  EGLOGVE,    etc.'] 


145 


To  the  mojl  vertuous  Lady,  Lady  Francis 
Sydney,  all  honour  and  happineffe. 


Adam,  vnder  the  Patronage  of  M.  Thomas 
walfmgham  I  pubUJJied  a  Latine  Fune- 
rall poe7?ie,  where  with  a  pajloral  Miife  I 
vndertake  (in  lone  and  dueiie)  to  com- 
ir.end  the  vertuous  life,  and  bewaile  the 
vntimely  death  of  our  great  Meliboeus  the 
right  honorable  Sir  Francis  Walfmgham, 
your  late  deceafed  Father,  a  found  piller  of 
our  co7?tmon  wealth,  and  chiefe  patron  of  vertue,  learning, 
and  chiualrie.  Jn  which  poeme  albeit  I  ?ieuer  attaifie 
the  heigth  of  his  worthineffe,  yet  7nanie  (rather  affe^ifig 
his  praife,  thefi  my  verfe)  haue  reguefled  and  perfwaded 
7?ie  to  publifli  Meliboeus  in  Englifli,  for  the  more  generall 
vnderflanding  thereof:  that  as  his  life  was  to  all  men 
both  pleafuig  and  profitable,  fo  his  death  might  be  hon- 
ored with  a  publike  for  row :  and  that  the  whole  body  of 
this  7'ealme,  in  lamenting  the  lofse  of  fo  vigilant  a  gouer- 
nor,  might  learne  therby,  (as  by  a  iufi  neceffitie)  the 
more  to  loue,  ho?ior,  afid  obey  thofe  few,  that  yet  furuiue, 
refembling  him  in  high  efiate,  and  vertuous  condition. 
Such  as  the  trafifiation  is,  J  himiblie  ofier  it  to  your 
Ladifliips  protection,  hoping  it  will  be  as  fauorablie  redd 
and  accepted,  as  it  is  aff'e^io?tatly  written  afid prefented. 

Your  Ladifhips  in  all  duetie 

Thomas  Watfon. 
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To  the  coitrteoits  Reader. 


Entlemen,  if  you  fuppofe  me  vaine,  for 
tranflating  myne  owne  poerae  :  or  negli- 
gent, for  not  doing  it  exadlly  to  the  latin 
originall,  I  thus  defire  to  fatisfie  you.  It 
is  pardonable  for  a  man  to  be  bold  with  his 
owne :  And  I  interpret  my  felf,  left  Melibseus 
in  fpeakingEnglifhbyan  other  mans  labour, 
fhould  leefe  my  name  in  his  chaunge,  as  my  Amyntas  did. 
A  third  fault  (haply)  will  bee  found,  that  my  paflorall  dif- 
courfe  to  the  vnleamed  may  feeme  obfcure :  which  to 
preuent,  I  haue  thought  good,  here  to  aduertife  you,  that 
I  figure  Englande  in  Arcadia-,  Her  Maieftie  in  Diana; 
Sir  Francis  Walfingham  in  Meliboeus^  and  his  Ladie  in 
Dryas'y  Sir  Phillippe  Sidney  in  AJlrophill^  and  his 
Ladie  in  Hyak,  Mafler  Thomas  Walfingham  in  Tyte- 
ruSf  and  my  felfe  in  Cory  don. 


Defirous  to  pleafe  you 

Tho.  VVatfon, 


E  C  LO  G A 

I  N  O  B  I  T  V  M 

HO  NORATI  SSIMI     VIRI, 

Domini  Francifci  Walfinghami,  Equitis 

aurati,  Diuse  Elizabeths  a  fe- 

cretis,  et  fa7iclioribu5  coiifdijs. 


Corgbott. 


S^itgruiEf. 


Ityre,  iam  quoniam  prati  per  amoena 
vireta 
Spargimtiir  pecudes,  et  nos  coiifedi- 

miis  ainbo, 
Huius  (ft  quid  amas)  effare  fub 

ai'boris  V7nb?'a, 
QucB  noiia  follicitos  apportent  fata 
dolor es : 

Cur  tua  cum  molli  Zephyro  fufpiria  piigjiaiit^ 
Atque  ferenato  minita?itur prcelia  coelo, 
Qui  tenuem  placida  Mufam  meditatus  auena, 
Demulcere  foles  ventos  ifi  bella  paratosl 
Squalida  quidfibj  vult  curariwi  coiifcia  vejlis  7 
Fe&ore  cur  faigultus  ijiest  ?  cur  Iwninefietus  ? 
Qmdfedet  ift  vultu  uiacies  ?  quid  in  ore  querela  1 
Die  age;  mcerorem  fit  fas  le?tire  viojiendo^ 
Aut  falthn  la  cry  mis  iiofiros  co?tnc^ere  planBus  : 
Non  leuis  efl,  lu^us  focios  habiiiffe,  voluptas. 


AN    EGLOGVE 


Vpon  the  death  of  the 

Right  Honorable  Sir  Fra7icis  Wal/i7igham 

late  principall  Secretarie  to  her  Maieflie, 

and  of  her  mofl  Honourable 

Friuie  Cotmcell. 


(JTorgbort. 


^itgrrt*;. 


Owe  Titynis,  fmce  wee  at  eafe  are  lade, 
And  both  our  flockes  orefpred  the 

flowrie  plaine : 
Sweete   friend  vnfolde  vnder  this 

platan  fhade 
The  fecrete  caufe  of  thy  concealed 

paine, 
How  haps  thy  fighing  threats  the 
cleered  skie, 
with  gentle  Zephyr  waging  often  warres, 
Whofe  Mufe  of  yoare  with  hunnie  melodie, 

did    calme  fierce  winds,  and    ceafe  their  boiflrous 
iarres  ? 
What  means  this  mooming  weed?  thy  weeping  eine? 

thy  pale  afpe(5>.  ?  thy  murmuring  complaints  ? 
O  fpeake,  that  I  may  ioine  my  teares  with  thine, 
and  eafe  thy  burdened  heart  befo:  e  it  faints. 
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O  Cory  don,  Cory  don,  noli  perqiiirere  caiifas 
"  Altius,  et  dirumfando  renoiiare  dolorem  : 
Triste  recrudefcet  blando  tantamine  vulmis, 
Nullaque  lugentem  co?nitum  Iame?ita  inuabunt : 
J mmedicabilibus  morbis  adhibere  medelam 
Define:  folus  ego  per  fyluas  luce  carenteSy 
Solus  ego  7?iiferce  flefis  infortunia  viice, 
Vt  viduus  turtur,  putri  de  vifuine  questus 
Cos  I  or  urn  C07itra  criidelia  fydera  funda?n. 

Teper  ego  tri?tas  Charlies,  hilar esque  Napceas^ 
Qiice  toties  choreas  ijlos  duxtreper  agros  : 
Per  pi^um  FlorcB  Jlrophium,  Cererisque  coronam : 
Per  Satyros,  Panes,  Fauni  venerabile  7iumen : 
Per  vitreas  Thamefis  lyfuphas :  per  lufira  Diance, 
Sm  mauis,  ipfutn  per  facm  nomen  Elifce: 
Denique  per florem  viutati  mtper  A?nyntcey 
Sanguineum  fiore?ft,  fynceri  pigfius  a?noriSy 
Obiejlor,  coecum  ne  celes  pe^ore  vulnus. 
Pande,  precor,  tanti  qucefit  tibi  caiifa  doloris. 
Qui  tecum  rifufub  verno  fole  fruebar, 
Nubila  7iunc  hye?7tis plorabo  te77ip07'a  tecum: 
V7ia  duobus  erit  fors,  et  77ie7is  V7ia  duobus, 

Jnuitum  taciti  77icBroris  prodere  fontes 
Supplicibus  votis,  et  amico  fxdtre  cogis, 
Accipe,  quod fari  gettiitus  permittet  acerbus  : 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeus  obiuit. 
^^g^^  ft'  q^iid  habes  Cory  don  (quid,  te  quoque  vatem 
Dicitnus  Arcadici)  nu7nerofos  incipe  lu^us : 
A7ixia  7iamque  7nihi  fistunt  fuspiria  linguam. 


{AN  EGLOGVE,    etc.\  151 

0  Corydon  forbeare  by  deepe  inquire 

to  rip  the  skarred  wounds  of  my  vnrefl : 
No  teares,  no  counfell  can  abate  the  fire, 
which  louing  forrow  kindles  in  my  brefl. 

1  all  alone  in  darkefom  vnkoth  place, 

I  all  alone  mull  like  the  Turtle  Doue, 
Whofe  ioy  is  flaine,  bewaile  my  wretched  cafe, 
and  powre  out  plaints  agenfl  the  gods  aboue, 


(fTorgtiott. 

By  fyluane  nymphs,  and  louely  Graces  three, 

that  on  our  lawnes  doe  fport  them  to  and  fro ; 
By  countrie  powres  of  what  fo  ere  degree ; 

by  Floraes  chaplet ;  by  Dianaes  boe, 
By  fruitfull  Pales^  Ceres  wheaten  crowne, 

by  filuer  Thamefis  old  Oceans  dame  ; 
By  chang'd  Amintas  flow'r,  that  decks  the  dowTie  \ 

and  lafllie  by  Elifaes  vertuous  name, 
By  thefe,  and  thofe  that  guide  cseleflial  fpheares, 

I  here  coniure  thee  to  difcloafethy  griefe, 
That  I  maie  flake  thy  fighing  with  my  teares, 

whofe  comforts  oft  haue  bred  my  harts  relief. 


Then  thus  (though  loath)  as  griefe  will  fufifer  me, 

my  faltring  tongue  Ihall  tell  my  difcontent : 
That  cares  by  fympathie  maie  v/orke  on  thee, 

and  thou  vpholde  feme  part  of  my  lament. 
Alas  too  fooiie  by  Dejlins  fatall  knife 
Sweet  Meliboeus  is  depriii d  of  life. 
Now  Corydon  (for  curie  fhepbeard  fwaine 

reports  thee  skilfull  in  a  facred  verfe) 
In  fuch  a  meeter  helpe  me  to  complaine, 

as  maie  befit  great  Meliboeus  hearfe. 
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Jncipio :  mecum  Diuce  liigete  CamcencBy 
Et  tu  laurigeri  collis  regulator  Apollo. 
Pegafeas  ripas  lacrymariim  flumeii  inundet: 
Munere  Mufarum  pennis  induta  7iigellis 
Euolitent  late  iotum  lame?zta  per  orbem. 
Nos  etiafn,  qiiamiiis  lima  Jlellisque  priores 
Arcades^  astricolis  et  gejis  charijfl?na  Diuis, 
Obliti  folitm  pietatis,  miirmiire  raiico 
Gyrantes  flammas  alti  ailpemiis  Olhnpi. 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeus  obiuit. 
Tatitcem  infidimt  aniviis  coelejlibiis  ir(E^ 
Vt  neque  prcecipui  pastoris  Candida  virtus ; 
Necprudem  rebus  folertia  parta  gerendis ; 
Nee pe^us  va7'ia  fuffultum  Palladis  arte; 
Necfuauem  referens  facimdia  do^a  Periclem  ; 
Nee pius  et  patrioi  tutandcB  feruidus  ardor; 
Nee  vigil  in  nojlrcz  Diflytifice  eura  falutem ; 
Nee  magfti  tituli,  feriesque  et  fplendor  auorum. 
Nee  res  innumerce,  quarufn  fiilgebat  ho/wrej 
Saturni  poffent  frontem  pacare  7iialignain^ 
Et  nocuum  Ltmce  frigus^  Martisque  ealo7'em? 
O  rigidos  ig7ies,  6  exitiabile  cceltuTi  : 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeus  obiuit. 
Atta77ie7i  6  iujio  77icBrori  par  cite  cceli; 
Qud  no7i  credidera77i,  77iife7'cs  defe&io  77ie7itis 
Jmpulit,  et  pietas,  et  adure7is  cejlus  a7noris. 
Ahpudet,  i7ique  Deos  praue  piget  effe  loquutzim: 
CriTnine  Parcaru77i  cecidit^  7i07i  cri77ii7ie  vejlro. 
O  ceterTie parais^  7iutu  qui  nubila  cogis, 
Et  fixi  rutilos,  77iU7idique  7'otatilis  ig7ies 
Officio  feruire  lubes,  terra77ique  fouere 
Mobilibus  radijs;  diranuTi  faHa  fo7'oru77t 
ynfpice,  quce  nufquai7t  virtuti parcere  norimt : 
Supplicijs  cohibe  ditris,  et  vi7idice  poena. 
Nojler  enim  Pajlor,  7i07idum  pofcezite  fe7iefla, 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  MeHboeus  obiuit. 
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I  now  beginne  :  Apollo  guide  my  founde, 

and  weepe  yee  fiflers  of  the  learned  hill : 
That  your  Pcegafean  fprings  may  leap  their  bound, 

and  from  their  floate  maie  feas  of  teares  diflill. 
Let  deadly  forrow  with  a  fable  wing, 

throughout  the  world  go  brute  this  tragedie : 
And  let  Arcadians  altogether  fmg 

a  woefull  fong  agenfL  heauns  tirannie. 
Alas  too  foojie  by  Destins  fatall  hiife 
Sweet  Meliboeus  is  depriiid  of  life. 
Are  wheeling  orbs  fo  full  of  foule  defpight, 

that  neither  wifdome,  nor  true  pietie, 
Nor  learned  skill,  nor  fpeech  of  choice  delight, 

nor  care  of  countries  fweete  fecuritie, 
Nor  watchfull  fludie  for  Dianaes  health, 

nor  gentle  birth  which  vertues  worth  did  raife, 
Nor  honors  titles,  nor  abundant  wealth, 

nor  thoufand  gifts  deferuing  endleffe  praife 
Could  fmooth  the  mallice  of  old  Satur7ies  brow, 

or  heate  of  Mars,  or  Lwiaes  deathfull  colde  : 
O  enuious  heauns,  that  winde  I  wotte  not  how, 

grudging  the  glories  of  this  earthly  molde. 
Alas  too  foojie  by  Defliris  fatall  kfiife : 
Sweete  Meliboeus  is  depriu' d  of  life. 
Yet  glorious  heauns,  6  pardon  my  blafpheme, 

whofe  witte  in  foiTowes  Labyrinth  is  flraide  : 
All  that  I  fpake  was  but  a  furious  dreame, 

it  was  not  you,  but  Fates  that  him  betraide. 
O  thou  etemall  Monarcke,  at  whofe  becke 

the  planets  mooue  and  make  their  influence  : 
O  giue  the  Deflinies  a  wrathfull  checke, 

afiflicl  them  for  their  fpightfull  infolence. 
In  cafe  mine  oraifon  feeme  ouerlarge, 

o  yet  vouchfafe  me  but  this  one  requefl, 
That  fatall  lawes  be  giun  to  Saintes  in  charge, 

whofe  hands  and  harts  wil  alwaies  work  the  befl. 
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Sin  7naiora  precor  quamfit  mortalibus  cequum^ 
Hoc  iamen,  hoc  vnum  mifero  concede  petenti  : 
Ille  Deus  nojlri  certifflma  gloria  ruris. 
Qui  iua  legatus  re^e  mandata  facejffit, 
Jnfuruos  lap f us  thalamos  lunonis  AuerncR^ 
Immites  Parcas  rapidi  Fhlegetontis  ad  undam 
Increpety  et  iuheat  pajlorum  abfijlere  fatis, 
Tarn  propero  quoniam  deuoluunt  Jlamina  fufo. 
Pojlhac  cetherea  coelorumfiat  in  arce 
Illud  opus,  dignum  Super  is.    Quid  No^is  alumncey 
Atque  Erebipoffunty  quam  Candida  rumpere fila  1 
Morta  rofam  piceo  vernantem  corripit  ungue : 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeus  obiuit. 
Inuidet  ( heu )  fummis  pajloribus  improba  Morta. 
Astrophilum  pridem  rapicit  vitalibus  atiris, 
Delicias  Meliboee  tuas^  Hyalesque  maritum 
CandidulcB  nymphce  pulchrum^  dii7n  fata  finebant. 

Citm  Fyrence'is  leo  defcendiffet  Iberus 
MontibuSy  et  curfu  lo7iginqua  per  cequora  ve&uSy 
Belgarurn  ta7idem  violens  armenta  voraret : 
Astrophilus  ferro  cindlus^  fudibufque prceujlis^ 
Finibus  e7'upit  nojlris^  validoque  furentem 
Marte  laceffmit,  folo  virtutis  a7nore. 
Ccetera  ne  dica7ny  lacryTncB,  gCTnitusque  fatigant. 
Ad  foceru7n  redeo.     Ge7ieri  certa7ni7ia  htgens 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeus  obiuit. 
Dicite  7iU7icfocij\fi  dice7-e  forth potejlis, 
Quis  vice  defu7itli  crefce7ites  aggere  claudet 
Mo7itofo  riuoSf  ne  pafcua  pi^a  pererrent  1 
Quis  fofsa  torre7itis  aquas  prohibebit  agello, 
Nefi77iul  et  Icetas  77iefses,  et  piftguia  late 
Deuaflent  culta^  heu  7niferis  ploraiida  colo7iisl 
Quis  pice  languiduli  fcahiem  curabit  ouilis, 
Aut  alios  vario  fubeimtes  cor  pore  7norbos 
Toilet y  et  i7n7nu7idum  77ierfabit  flumine  vellus  f 
Quis  molles  pratis  ag7i0Sy  ag7ios  trepida7iteSy 
Et  te7ieros  celfis  imp07iet  7?ioiitibus  hcedos, 
Nofleque  fub  pri77ia  faturos  i7i  te^la  reducet? 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeus  obiuit 
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What  can  thofe  Imps  of  euerclowding  mifl, 

thofe  nithleffe  daughters  of  eternall  night ; 
But  (tyrantlike)  funder  their  vitall  twill, 

whofe  fhining  vertues  are  the  worldes  chiefe  light  ? 
Alas  too  foone  by  dejlim  fatall  knife, 
Sweet  Meliboeus  is  depriu^d  of  life. 

And  was  not  Astrophill  in  flowring  prime, 

by  cruell  Fates  cut  off  before  his  daie, 
Yong  Aflrophill,  the  mirrour  of  our  time, 

faire  Hyales  chiefe  ioy,  till  his  decay  ? 
When  late  a  dreadfuU  Lyon  in  his  pride 

defcended  downe  the  Pyrceiicean  mount, 
And  roaring  through  the  paflures  farre  and  wide, 

deuowr'd  whole  Belgian  heards  of  chief  account : 
Stout  Aflrophill  incenfl  with  fole  remorfe, 

refolu'd  to  die,  or  fee  the  flaughter  ceafl : 
Then  fenR  with  fire  and  fword,  with  manly  force 

he  made  affalt  vpon  the  furious  beaft. 
But  of  this  tale  teares  d[r]owne  the  latter  part ; 

I  mufl  retume  to  Meiibxus  fall. 
Who  mourning  flill  for  Aftrophils  depart, 

forfooke  his  friends,  and  lofl  himfelfe  withall. 
Alas  too  foo7ie  by  Deflins  fatall  knife y 
Sweet  Meliboeus  is  depriu'd  of  life, 

Nowe  tell  me  fhephards  all,  and  fellow  fwaynes, 

who  Ihal  with  rampiers  fence  our  country  foile  ? 
And  keep  the  fluds  from  breaking  ore  the  plaines  ? 

and  fheild  our  tender  flocks  from  deadly  fpoile  ? 
Who  fhall  recure  their  faintie  maladies, 

and  purge  their  fleeces  in  foft  running  flreams  ? 
Who  fhall  defend  our  lambs  from  ieoperdies  ? 

and  flirowd  our  kids  from  Titans  parching  beames  ? 
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Quis  prejfo  vacuam  tellnret7i  fifidet  aratro^ 

Pinguia  diuiduis  ut  fulcis  femina  mandet^ 

Et  glehis  Jiibigat  dentata  crate  folutis  ? 

Quis  metet,  et  vin^as  Jlridentibus  ufidique  plaujlris 

Exportabit  agro,  ponetqiie  fub  horrea  frugeSy 

Sirius  urenti  /picas  ubi  coxerit  ajlro  ? 

Qids  pofitis  minuet  pajiorum  iiirgia  faxis^ 

Confilioque  feras  lites,  priiiataqiie  bella 

Molliet  eloquio,  dum  qui/que  aliena  fubi7iirat 

Aruay  nee  affueto  dignattir  lignite  Jlringi  ? 

Publica  quis  vidui  curabit  commoda  ruris  ? 

Seria  quis  ludis  mifcebit,  et  utile  dulci  1 

Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeus  obiuit. 

Scepe  meis  olim  placuit  tuajlridula  canna 
Auribus,  ad  Parios  quandb  cantabat  olores, 
Sequana  diuifam  qudjlu^ibus  alluit  urbem^ 
Fcelicem,  licito  fi  regi  feruiat,  urbem. 
Turn  tua  cordatis  (nie?mfii)  iuuenilia  plcBra 
Perplacuere  viris,  vpupisque  es  vifus  hyrundo. 
At  mmc  6  Corydon^  quantum  mutaris  ab  illo 
Te??ipore?  prima  iiouis  fuperatur  Mufa  querelis; 
Dumque  pio  mortem  Meliboei  car7ni7ie  defies. 
Arcadi(B  toti  dulcis  philo77iela  videris. 
Aita7ne7i  ut  laJJ'o  fit  refpirarefacultaSy 
Raucus  ego  cceptos  augebo  car77ii7ie  cantus. 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeus  obiuit. 

J^7ifcelix  77iifero  canitur  du77i  7ics7iia  verfti, 
0  quotquot  prii7iceua  pare7ts  a7ii77ia7itia  te7'ris 
Lididit,  aut  gelido  p07ito,  cceloque  pate7iti, 
077i7iia  mmc  fimul  ad  77ioefios  co7icurrite pla7i^us; 
Vt  pulchella  77ieas  77iu7idi  totius  i77iago 
Testetur  lacry77ias,  atque  illcetabile  77iur7nur. 

Pri77tti77i  fiLg7iifero  77iag7ius  quas fixit  i7i  orbe 
Arbiter,  6  77iecu7/i  cu7iflce  litgete figu7'ce. 
Carcinus  ardorem  lacry77iofo  te77iperet  i77ibre . 
ALftitiusgue  Leo  rugifibiis  iviplccti  aui-am  : 
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Who  now  fhal  til  our  ground,  and  reape  our  come  ? 

who  fhall  affuage  the  flrife  of  fwelling  pride, 

When  eurie  fwynard  fhall  exceed e  his  borne, 

and  will  not  by  God  Tenninus  be  tyde  ? 

Alas  too  foo7ie  by  D  est  ins  fat  all  knife^ 

Sweet  Meliboeus  is  depriu'd  of  life. 


Thy  tunes  haue  often  pleaf'd  mine  eare  of  yoare, 

when  milk-white  fwans  did  flocke  to  heare  thee  fmg, 
Where  Sea?ie  in  Paris  makes  a  double  fhoare, 

Paris  thrife  blell  if  fhee  obey  her  King. 
But  now  6  Corydo7i,  that  lightfome  vaine 

is  changd  from  youth  to  aged  gi-auitie. 
That  whilfl  I  heare  thee  bitterlie  complaine, 

me  thinks  Apollo  fmgs  in  Arcadie. 
And  yet  afford  thy  moorning  Mufe  fome  reft, 

while  I  (though  skil  and  voice  are  both  decaide) 
With  termes  of  duetie  from  a  penfiue  breft 

bewaile  my  friend,  whom  cruell  Fates  betraide. 
Alas  too  foone  by  Destifis  fatall  knife 
Sweete  Meliboeus  is  depriu'd  of  life. 

O  all  that  all  the  Vniners  containes 

in  heaun,  or  aire,  or  earth,  or  watrie  deepe ; 
With  mutual  plaints  make  light  my  fecret  painv 

for  forrow  wafts  in  teares,  where  manie  weepe 
And  firft  ye  Figures  in  the  Zodiacke  line, 

that  decke  heauns  girdle  with  aeternall  light : 
O  faine  fome  griefs,  and  knit  them  vnto  mine, 

fuch  griefs  as  may  this  bafer  worlde  affright. 
Now  Cancer  flake  thy  heate  with  brackifh  raine, 

and  Leo  roare^  to  make  the  skie  difmaide  : 
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Et  nolit  f altar e  Aries  /  flehunque  peremie7n 
Amphora  dijlillet :  quid  enhn  nififlere  potejlis  ? 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeus  obiuit. 
Libra  diem  tepido  non  cequetfydere  no^i  : 
Nam  magis  arridet  tenebrofa  dolentibus  umhra^ 
Splendida  quam  lucis  fades :  lux  confotia  Icelis^ 
Vulneret  Arcitenens  i?ife5lis  cruda  fagittis 
Numina  Parcarum^  vt  diro  cruciata  vene/io, 
Horrendis  trepidum  turbent  tihilatibus  Orcum. 
Etpiger  inducat  Capricornus_/r/^^r<2  brumcB 
Manfurce^  pluuias  et  Pifcis  mutuet  iindas. 
Et  feriat  cornu  Taurus  ;  caudaque  7?iinaci 
Scorpius  .•  et  nufquajn  Gormm  pereuntia  fratres 
Carbafa  fujlentent.     Tu  defiique  Candida  Virgo 
V?igue  genas  lacera :  quid  enim  nifi  trijle  fuperftt  ? 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeus  obiuit. 
Lucentis  porrb  finuofa  volumifia  coeli^ 
O  fi?Jiul  ad  nojlras  accedite  futgula  cur  as : 
Ne  Superilm  fedes,  mundo  lacrymafite  minori, 
Diffluat  ad  lu^jwt,  quoiiiam  nihil  es  nifi  lu^us : 
Ndm  mihifc  vates  pajlorum  ??iaximus  Orpheus 
Veridicl  motus^  viresque  reclufit  Olinipi^ 
Plumbeus  et  gelidus  cyclum  percurris  auaro 
Progrejfu^  tardique  premunt  vejligia  calcis 
Tristities,  gemitus,  lacry?nce,  la??ienta,  dolores, 
DelircBtenebrce,  terror^  dif cor dia,  pallor^ 
Per  dulces  nobis  comites  i?t  funere,  quando 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeus  obiuit. 
Tu  verb  Celebris  nymphas  Cretenfis  alumne, 
Qui  laudata  tenes  in  lampade  regna  fequenti^ 
Exue  nujic  veteres  animos  ad  gaudia  pro7nptos^ 
Atque  falutaris  mutetur  gratia  Jlellce^ 
Nee  blanda  virtute  Deum  compefce  fureniem. 
Diffundant  lites  flammata  pcilatia  Martis 
Pehus  in  humajium  :  ?iec,  te  7niferante^  crtie?ita 
Sijlatur  ccedes,  aut  frcenos  perferat  ira. 
Auree  Sol  mundo  ?ion  amplius  esto  be?iignus : 
Quseque  praxis,  fequerisque  (fuo  fed  tempore)  Solem, 
Soluare  in  lacrymas  ••  Et  tu  chariffime  Stilbon. 
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Aquarius  powre  thou  downe  fait  teares  amaine, 

and  Aries  let  thy  dancing  now  be  flaide. 
Now  Libra  make  not  cBqui7w^iall^ 

but  fuffer  night  to  ouergrow  the  dale : 
For  darkenes  fits  all  vs  that  Hue  in  thrall, 

let  thofe  haue  light  that  lifl  to  fport  and  plaie. 
Now  let  the  Cejiiaure  with  his  poifiied  fleele 

vpon  the  Fates  infli6l  a  deadlie  wounde : 
That  for  mifguiding  late  their  fatall  wheele 

they  may  lament  with  guofls  of  vnder-ground. 
Now  let  the  winter  vnder  Capricortte 

lafl  flill :  and  Pifces  lend  him  watrie  (howres : 
Let  Taurus  wound  the  welkin  with  his  home, 

and  Scorpio  with  his  taile  fling  fatall  powres. 
Now  Ge?nini  forbeare  with  gladfome  fhine, 

to  comfort  Sea-men  in  their  chiefe  difpaire : 
Virgo  make  fountains  of  thy  daie-bright  eine, 

and  teare  the  treafure  of  thy  golden  haire. 
Alas  too  foone  by  Deflifis  fatall  kjiife 
Sweete  Meliboeus  is  depriu'd  of  life. 

Yee  feaunfoldfla7nes^  whofe  euer-circling  fires 

maintain  this  earth  with  influence  from  your  fphears, 
And  with  your  powre  guide  mortall  mens  defires, 

now  leaue  your  harmonie,  and  fall  to  teares. 
Yet  cankred  Satunie  it  were  all  in  vaine, 

with  my  intreats  to  call  for  thy  lament, 
For  if  old  OrpJmis  but  a  footh  haue  faine, 

to  miferies  thy  minde  is  alwaies  bent. 
Thou  flill  art  lumpifh,  waiward,  cold,  and  floe, 

attended  on  with  Terror,  doating  night, 
Pale  difcordent,  ftghs,  difcord,  teares,  and  woe, 

fit  mates  for  me  that  want  my  chiefe  delight. 
But  thee  faire  Jupiter  I  mufl  require, 

to  change  the  gratious  vertue  of  thy  flarre, 
And  not  to  temper  with  thy  gentle  fire, 

the  raging  heates  o^  him  that  breedeth  warre. 
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Oppofiio  Fhcbbi  hice^i  coiifuiide  galero  ; 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeiis  obiuit. 
Ultima  7nohLlim}i  fphcErariim^  fed  viihi  pi'inia, 
Dum  varios  imdata  fiibis^  fimdisqiie  labores^ 
Luna  tiio  7iostros  auge  coiiaviine  quejlus. 
Define  fiirari  Phoeho  fua  hifjiina,  penncs 
No^lis  ut  ohieletit  denfa  caligine  terrain^ 
JDeqtie  polo  fpererit  folatia  nulla  mifelli 
Arcadts,  eximij  Fajloris  morte  mifeili. 
Defe^lusqice  tuce.  doleant  mortalia  lucis 
Omina  :  fubti7nidi  Heges,  popidique  tremifcardy 
Effigiem  Jioflis  qiiando  fine  7ioflefiguras. 
Hu77ioi'ii77i  ta77i  larga  tuo  dcfce7idat  ab  ore 
Copia,  iranfdiant  077i7ies  ut  77iar7nora  Tuetas. 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeus  obiuit. 
Ia77ique  g7'aues  audi  spirabilis  aura  querelas : 
Et  qucecu7tque  tuus,  spatio  diffiifus  i7iani, 
Co}di7iet  a77iplexus,  dig7ie7itur  pro77iere  77iecu7n 
Fu7iebre  Iame7itu77i.     Radijs  ex  cequore  tra^i 
Jljwiores,  ge77iitu  pulfi  77iutefitur  in  i77ibre7n. 
Efficia7d  lacry77ice  7iubes,  fufpiria  caufas 
Ve7ito7'U77i^  va7'iu77i  difcordia  fe77ii7iafuh7ien, 
RubrcB  pyra77iides,  ardens  ca7idela,  fagittcB 
Acce7ifcB,fci7itilla  vola7is,  ignita  capella^ 
Idolu7n^  gra7ido,  t07iitrti,  Jlellceque  cade7ites, 
Cun^aque  qu(B  pa7ido  ge7iera7itur  in  cethere,  77iira 
Defuper  ad  7ioJlros  ceda7it  porte7ita  dolo7'es. 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  MeUboeus  obiuit. 

Nu7ic  77iihi  cejfiatu7n  fatis  est :  tu  Tityre  paiduntj 
Du77i  pofitos  iteru77i  te7ito  depro77ie7'e  lu^us^ 
Refpira,  grauibusque  77iodu7n  C07icede  que7'elis. 
Alter7ns  Jle7ites  vicibus  cautabi77ius  a77ibOf 
Ce7'uicesque  iugo  parili  fubde77ius  uterque. 
Tu  [fateor)  gra7idi  tetigijli  77iagiia  coihiuiio, 
^thereos  tragus  7iU77iera7is,  or  bisque  re77ioti 
Virtuics.     At  hu77ii  tandhn  77iea  Mufida  ferpety 
Ac  hwjuli  texet  7uft  paJlo7-alia  ca7itu: 
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Let  Mars  roaue  vncontrold  and  kindle  flrife, 

that  Sorrowes  may  fit  downe  by  Slaughtei's  fide  : 
And  golden  Sol  furceafe  to  fauour  life  j 

and  Venus  weepe,  as  if  Adonis  dide. 
And  Stilbon  with  thy  hatt  cloude  PJmbus  face, 

and  Luna  fee  thou  fleale  no  more  his  beames  : 
But  let  thy  Steedes  forbeare  their  nightlie  race, 

and  from  thy  bofome  po\vre  downe  weeping  flreames. 
Alas  too  Joone  by  Defli?is  fatal  knife. 
Sweet e  Melibceus  is  depriu' d  of  life. 

Now  Aire,  and  what  thy  circuites  doe  containe, 

helpe  to  lament  great  Melibceus  death : 
Let  clouds  of  teares  with  fighs  be  turnd  to  raine, 

admit  no  winde  but  euergroaning  breath. 
Now  fet  thy  iirie  Pyramids  to  viewe, 

thy  diuers  Idols^  Candles  burning  bright : 
Inflamed  Shafts,  Coinets  of  dreadfull  hewe ; 

Sparkles  that  flie,  and  Starres  that  fall  by  night 
Let  all  thy  Meteors,  of  what  euer  kinde, 

with  terror  lort  them  felues  in  iuft  araie  : 
And  worke  fuch  fear  in  euery  mortall  minde, 

that  all  the  world  may  waile  for  ones  decaie. 
Alas  to\o\foone  by  Deflins  fatal  knife, 
Sweet e  Meliboeus  is  depiHil d  of  life. 

O  Tityrus  thy  plaint  is  ouerlong, 
here  paufe  a  while,  at  Cory  dons  requefl: 

Of  what  is  wanting  in  thy  farfet  fong, 

my  moornmg  voice  fhall  flriue  to  tell  the  reft. 

But  I  mufl  forrow  in  a  lov/er  vaine,. 

not  like  to  thee,  whofe  words  haue  \\nngs  at  wil : 

L 
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Est  t?iea  fimplicitas  rudibus  conienia  camoenis. 
Attamen  6  vti?idm  facro  defoiite  bibijfem 
Digtios  perpetua  Melibcei  laude  liquor es^ 
Et  folidas  poffem  rapes  mollire  ca?iendo  : 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeus  obiuit. 
Omnia  nunc  ijlilc  fpaciofi  Nuviina  I'uris 
Accelerate  gradiis,  viridiqne  in  cefpite  Diui 
Cmnbentes,  fparfisque  genas  humoribiis  alto 
Defliixis  cerebro,  variato  nmrmure  nojlras 
(Nam  vejler  Meliboeus  erat)  fulcite  camcetias. 
Et  cultce  Charites  paiilifper  ?nittite  lucos 
Suauibus  exhilarare  fonis^  ant  fole  foretio 
Pe^ere  flauentes  per  eburnea  colla  capillos. 
Dulcis  ad  afcaulce  mimeros  71011  motibus  usqiiam 
Saltetur  leiiibus :  defijlant  ludere  iiymphis 
Permijli  Satyri  •  lacrymce  fint  fola  vobiptas. 
y^sta  noiios  etemm  depofcunt  tempora  mores : 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeus  obiuit. 
Infyluis,  exiitafuis  iam  qucelibet  arbos 
Erondibus^  amiffum  doleat  nudata  virorein. 
Iimiperi  vernix  exiidet  corpore  fe6lo^ 
^^fPiffl  Myrrhce  fceamdo  cortice  rores. 
In  fyluis  coriii  crocitent^  et  bubo,  Strygesque, 
Vulturiusque  gemant :  Jlrepitent  Jiurjii,  graadique^ 
Vnifonas  rudibus  cuculis  geminantibus  odas. 
Sed  turdus,  fringilla,  rubella^  et  alauda^  et  Acanthts^ 
Et  reliquce  taceaiit  volucres,  quce.  dulce  fufurrafit. 
Infyluis  Vri,  vulpes^  vrfique  lupique, 
Et  frendens  aper,  et  catulis  comitata  lecena^ 
Vicinas  feriant  metuendis  queJlibiLs  auras : 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeus  obiuit. 
y^am  viduis  in  agris  fegetes  capita  inclinate, 
Nee  teuuis  grauidatn  Jpicam  fujlentet  arijia^ 
Agi'icola  rapto,  qui  vos  runcare  folebat. 
Iam  viduis  in  agris  tenercB  marcefcite  vitesy 
Inquenouo  crefcens  moriatur  palmite  gemma^ 
Qiiandoquidem  perijt,  qui  vinitor  effe  folebat. 
Iam  viduis  iit  agris  crudi putrefcite  fru^us, 
Caf?a7jecB,  pyra,  prima,  nuces,  et  citrea  mdla^ 
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An  humble  flile  befits  a  fimple  Swaine, 

my  Mufe  fhall  pipe  but  on  an  oaten  quill. 
Immortall  Fauni^  Satyrs,  and  great  Fan, 

the  Gods  and  guiders  of  our  fmitfuU  foile, 
Come  feat  your  felues  by  me,  and  waile  the  man, 

whofe  death  was  haflned  by  his  vertuous  toile. 
Yee  com  eh  e  Graces  neither  dance  nor  plaie, 

nor  kembe  your  beauteous  treffes  in  the  Sun, 
But  now  fmce  Melibxtis  is  awaie, 

fit  downe  and  weepe,  for  wanton  daies  ar»^  dun. 
Now  in  the  woods  be  leafeleffe  eury  Tree, 

and  beare  not  pleafant  fruits  as  heretofore : 
Myrrha  let  weeping  gums  diflill  from  thee, 

and  help  to  make  my  dolefull  plaint  the  more. 
Now  in  the  woods  let  night-rauns  croak  by  dale, 

and  gladies  Otvles  (hrike  out,  and  Viiltiirs  grone : 
V,\itfmaner  birds  that  fweetly  fmg  and  play, 

be  whifl  and  flill :  for  you  can  make  no  mone. 
Now  in  the  fields  each  come  hang  down  his  head, 

fince  he  is  gon  that  weeded  all  our  come : 
And  fprouting  Vmes  wither  till  you  be  dead, 

fmce  he  is  dead,  that  fhielded  you  from  florme. 
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I?] fit  or  occuhuit^  jnala  qui  cajlrare  folehat. 
lam  viduis  ab  agris pulchri  difcedite  fiores, 
Lilia,  narcijfi^  calthce,  violcEqiie^  rofcegue, 
Qui  dudum  noster  topiarius  effe  folebat^ 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeiis  obiuit 
O  vidui  ruris  vepres,  viburna^  rub  eta  ; 
O  vattes,  campi^  montes ;  6  flebilis  Eccho ; 
O  quce  lugetis  defim^um  examina  regem  ; 
O  fontes,  riui,  vada,fiumi?ia,fiag7ia,pahides; 
Tuque  coaxatrix  ad  crajfas  rana  lacunas  ; 
Et  ny?np/ice  gelid  is  habitantes  antra  fub  undis 
Saxea^fed  molli  femper  viridafitia  mufco ; 
O  armenta,  fues,  et  oues,  ouiumque  viagijlri, 
Infa7ites^  pueri^  iuuenesque,  virique^fenesque, 
Matronceque  graues^  nuptce,  innuptcBque puellx ^ 
Quotquot  in  Arcadia  vitalem  ducitis  aw'a?n, 
O  fimul,  6  7neciun  miferos  effundite  quejlus : 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeus  obiuit. 

JJlJmc  mitie  mihi :  me,  me  magis  ijla  decebunty 
Quern  dolor  augefcens  cur  is  mof'dacibus  urit. 
Occidiso  dulcis  Meliba^e,  6  patrue  dulcis, 
O  pater,  6  quid  ?ion  1  6  noftri  gloria  ruris 
Mafcula,  firmatu7n  Diuce  I7iu7ii77ie7i  Elifce. 
Sicut  e7ii77i  robor,  vel  quce.  fuper77ii7iet  i7ige7is 
07'7tus,  in  exceljas  du7n  fuigit  ve7'tice  7iubes, 
Perferat  ipfa  licet  viole7iti  ful77ii7iis  i^us, 
Lu^antesque  rua7it  ve7iti  circimique  fupraque, 
Pe7'que  C077ias,  perque  era  i7tiberfluat,  ilia  nee  at/'O 
Eul77ii7ie,  7iec  ve7ito  luclatiie,  nee  iinbre  fatifcit : 
Haud  fecus  ille  vices  fo7'tuncB  pertulit  077i7ies, 
Sed  fe77iper  C07ijla7is,  et  Elifcsfidus.  At  eheu, 
Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Mehboeus  obiuit 
Tu  re^e  Corydo7i  ad  7ioftras  rura  querelas 
l77ipellis  cla7no7-e  tuo :  Sed  tot  us  ut  orbis 
Nobifcu77i  rapti  deploret  Solis  acerbum 
Occafum,  falfo  reg7ia7itia  N'umina  campo 
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Now  in  the  fields  xot/niits  while  you  are  greene, 

fince  he  is  gon  that  vfde  to  graff  and  grace  you : 
And  die  faire  Flowres^  fince  he  no  more  is  feene, 

that  in  Dianaes  garland  vfde  to  place  you. 
O  heards  and  tender  flocks,  6  handfinooth  plains, 

6  Eccho  dwelling  both  in  mount  and  vallie : 
O  groues  and  bubling  fprings,  6  nimphs,  6  fwains, 
6  yong  and  olde,  6  weepe  all  Arcadie. 
Alas  too  foone  by  Deftiiis  fatall  knife 
Sweete  Meliboeus  is  depriu'd  of  life. 

O  let  me  interrrupt  thee  yet  once  more, 

for  who  fhould  more  lament  his  loffe  then  I. 
That  oft  haue  tafted  of  his  bounteous  fLore, 

and  knew  his  fecret  vermes  perfe(5llie  ? 
We  haue  alreadie  fummond  euerie  part, 

excepting  that  which  in  the  Ocean  lies  : 
To  fland  copartners  of  our  wofull  fmart, 

and  beate  the  fenfeleffe  aire  with  Elegies. 
Nov/  therfore  Neptune  grant  me  this  one  bo  one, 

depofe  great  lone  for  fo  mifguiding  fate  : 
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Compellare  llbet,  lufluqiie  fiihire  profundum  : 

Ormiia  nam  gremio  compleclitiir  Amphitrite. 

Hue  ades  6  Neptune  pater ^  fur caqiie  tride?iti 

ygnauo  i?imitarepoio,  qui  fydere  mdlo 

I  in  mites  Erebi,  Fat i que  cbercuit  iras  ; 

Non  inipime  ferat  tantiun  patientia  cceli 

DcliBum :  fub  aquis  cogatur  viuere  magftus 

luppiter,  et  fupra  tu  fati  dirige  leges  : 

Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeus  obiult. 

Hue  ades  O  Nerei  mmqua^n  nifi  vera  eanentis 

Glauee  fenex  vates;  et  tu  Terrceque  marisque 

Fili  Phoree  ve?ii,  Ceto  comitate  marita^ 

QucB  feruaturum  fiduo  pomaria  fru5lu 

Confita  ferpentem  peperit,  mirabile  f?ion/trum  : 

Tuque  7iouis  dudiim  titulis  imbufe  Pal(Zmon  : 

Et  tot  diuerfas  otim  mentitefiguras, 

Ad  nos  Carpathio  vates  e  gurgite prodi : 

Et  Tethis,  natuque  7Jiinor  Thetys :  Ilicet  omnes 

Dijque  Deceque  ?naris,  nymphceque,  Pherufa^  Ligcea^ 

Lamprothoe^  Melite,  Galatceaque,  Cymothoeque, 

Nobifewn  flentes  totos  i7ifu7nite  riuos. 

Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Meliboeus  obiuit. 

Pitered  Triton  st7'ide7iti  77iar7)iora  eo7ieha 

Perfo7iet  extre77ias  p?'cste7'labe7dia  ter7'as, 

Et  raueo  celeb7'et  Meiibcei  fime7'a  ea7itu, 

Lugtib7'i  ca7ttu,  qtwn  eoerula  defer  at  U7ida 

In  varias  or  as  Phoebo  fub  utroque  iaeeides, 

Et  trifli  p7'ceter  folitu77i  ru77i07'e  fufurrans, 

l7inu77ie7'os  voluat  per  i7ia7iia  Httora  pla7i6lus. 

No7t  itd,  lafeiui  fu7ga7it  delphi7ies  i7i  altum, 

Ut  eapia7it  pueros,  eytha7'a  vel  A7'io7iis  ipfl 

Sint  iterwn  capti;  fed  abu7ide7it  Iu77ti7ia  fietu. 

Et  tepidic77i,  fed  fyiicerum  7iu7te  i77iproba  Syren 

Eximdet  7'orem^  fparfos  laniata  eapillos. 

Ante  diem  (proh  fata)  diem  Mehboeus  obiuit. 

Corgboit. 
latn  fatis  efl-  Iac7'y7nis  i7idultu77i  Tity/'e :  pauliiTU 
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That  Meliboeus  wounded  all  too  foone, 

by  Mortaes  malice  dies  before  his  date. 
And  thou  old  Glaucus  with  diuining  blefl, 

Prophet  to  him  that  neuer  fpeakes  but  truth, 
Come  with  Falcemoft,  Fhorais,  and  the  refl, 

and  here  giue  oracle  of  endles  ruth. 
Come  Tet/iis  come  with  Thetis  after  thee, 

and  all  thy  v/atrie  nymphs,  a  louelie  traine  : 
Vouchfafe  to  fit  vpon  thefe  bankes  mth  me, 

that  I  may  heare  both  thee  and  them  complaine. 
And  thou  great  Triton  with  thy  founding  fhell, 

impart  my  grieuance  vnto  euerie  Ihore  : 
And  with  a  murmure  make  the  waues  goe  tell, 

that  worthie  Melibmis  breaths  no  more. 
Now  let  no  Dolphins  feeke  Arions  Mufe, 

nor  play  by  fhore  to  ketch  vp  heedles  boies  : 
Let  them  fuppofe  fweete  Muficke  out  of  vfe, 

and  wanton  louetricks  to  be  foolifh  toies. 
Deceitfull  Mermaids  leaue  your  auncient  guife, 

forbeare  to  fmg  while  tempefl  troubles  vs  : 
Let  me  behold  whole  fountains  in  your  eies, 

for  weeping  fits  vnhappie  Tityrus. 

(ITorgtion. 

But  Tityrus  inough,  leaue  of  a  while  : 
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Aufciilta,  et  comp07ie  meis  fermonibus  or  a, 

Dum  ineliora  loquar  coelejli  Nu7nine  doflus : 

Nam  mihi,  nefcio  quo,  plenum  fpir amine  peHm 

Lcetitias  ardet  fnuliebria  pofl  lamenta. 

Tu  mecum  Icetare  funul,  quid  nubila  tecum 

Vnanimis  luxi:  fit  tempus  vtrique  fere?ium. 

Non  ita  multa  fubefl  ita  longi  caufa  dolor  is. 

Abfalsb  querimus  Melibceum  fata  fubijfe 

Lurida,  cilm  dirce  ??iolis  compagefolutus^ 

Et  mcefiam  placido  co7?wiutans  fydere  terram, 

^ternas  luces  oculis  miratur  apertis. 

Illefupra  coelos  ( qidfquis  fiiit  ille  Deorum, 

Qui  mihi  fuggejfit )  virtuti  prcemia  liuor 

Ne  raperetj  vitam  firmantis  pocula  fumpfit 

Neflaris,  et  noflras  ridet  fuper  aflra  querelas. 

Tit)a:e  foelici  laetum  Pseana  canamus. 
Cxlefies  i?iter  turnias^  quas  ordo  nouemis 
Diuidit,  ( aiitiquo  fi  fas  efi  credere  vati) 
Jam  nofler  Meliboeus  agit;  qucLflanifuea  late 
Coll7ice7it  Sersiphm :  Et  facro plena  liquore 
Plus  fapiunt  Cherubin/  et  qua  cenfura  potentis 
lufia  Thronos  intraiis  mortalia  fingula  librat  : 
Qiiafimul  a  facro  domi?ia?itia  7iumi?ia  nomen 
Officio  capiunt,  multum  parentque  iubefitque: 
Qua  princeps  numerus  fubieBis  myftica  pandit 
Ciuibus :  et  feniper  fuperantibus  vtitur  armis 
Tiirba  Proteflatum  :  Virtutes  mira  faceffunt : 
Denique  qua  maioraferens  Archangelus  orbi 
Cajitat,  et  Angelicus  qui  7tunciat  ordo  7?iijiora. 
Tityre,  foelici  Isetum  Pseana  canamus. 
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flop  moorning  fprings,  drie  vp  thy  drearie  eine, 
And  blithlie  intertaine  my  altred  ftile, 

inticd  from  griefs  by  fome  allure  diuine. 
For  now  my  mind  reclaimd  from  carefull  mone, 

gins  fault  hir  giuing  place  to  forrows  fourfe  : 
And  in  hir  change  intreats  thee  ceafe  to  grone, 

that  as  we  grieud,  fo  we  may  ioie  by  courfe. 
In  iufl  complaint  though  forrowes  were  begun, 

and  all  too  litle  for  the  man  we  waile : 
Yet  now  at  lafl  our  forrows  muft  be  done, 

and  more  then  moorning  reafon  muft  preuail. 
Iniufllie  grudge  we  Meliboejis  death, 

as  though  his  worth  were  buried  in  his  fate : 
But  neither  are  his  vertues  drenchd  in  Leath, 

nor  vertuous  foule  remoud  to  meaner  ftate  : 
His  faith  hath  framd  his  fpirit  holie  wings, 

to  foare  with  AJi7'ophil  aboue  the  Sun  : 
And  there  he  ioies,  whence  euery  comfort  fprings, 

and  w^here  the  fulnes  of  his  bliffe  begun. 
Let  vs  be  ioifidl  after  long  a7inoie, 
Since  Meliboeus  liiis  in  pe^-fe^  ioie. 
Our  Mehbceus  lius  where  Serapkins 

doe  praife  the  Higheji  in  their  glorious  flames  : 
Where  flowes  the  knowledge  of  wife  Cherubins : 

where  Throans  exhibit  earthlie  deeds  and  name?  : 
Where  Donii?iations  rule  and  yet  obaie  : 

where  Priiicipalities  to  lower  powers 
Deepe  hidden  mifleries  doe  ftill  beAATaie : 

where  arms  are  vfd  by  foe-fubduing  powers. 
Where  Vertues  pradlife  miracles  and  wunder  : 

where  both  Archangels  and  fweet  Angels  fmg, 
Whofe  office  is,  to  vs,  that  liue  here  vnder, 

from  heaun  caelefliall  meliages  to  bring. 
Let  vs  be  ioifull  after  long  annoie, 
Since  Meliboeus  lius  in  perfit  ioie. 
Now  Meliboeus  in  compareleffe  place, 

drinkes  NeHar,  eates  diuine  Ambrofca ; 
And  hath  fruition  of  etemall  gi-ace, 

and  with  his  countnance  cheeres  Arcadia. 
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Cu77i  fuperis  Dims  diumas  incolit  arces 
Ambrqfijs  epulis  pastus  Melihoeus :  et  alto 
Culmine  defpidens  per  tralucentis  Olinipi 
Stellas,  Arcadiam  vultu  folatur  amico. 
Nos  ex  officio,  diiin  fpiritus  incolit  ajlra, 
Spargamus  violis,  et  ole?iti  corpus  A  cant  ho, 
Purpiireifque  rofis,  cafiaqiie,  thy77ioque  et  amomo  ? 
Et  merito  tajitum  careat  nlfunus  honore, 
Ornemus  veto,  pulchrifque  tapetihus  artus, 
Oprcsclare,  tuo  dignos,  Matifole,  fepulchro. 
Ducamics  vigiles  nobles  ad  triste  cadauer, 
Eulogijs  ple?ios  recitafttes  undiqtie  verfus. 
Tityre,  foelici  laetum  Paeana  canamiis. 
Solemur  Dryadem,  nimio  quce  vi^a  dolore, 
(Hen  vereorjfcait  quondam  Philaceia  coniux, 
Amplexans  gradient  defun^i  coniugis  uinbrain, 
Expirabit  amans.     Hyalen  folemur  honored 
Matris  adhcerefitein  lateri,  iun^isque  querelis 
Mollia  ad  immites  te?identeni  brachia  coelos, 
Brachia  Sithonijs  niuibus  7nagl  Candida,  quorum 
Astrophilus  toties  in  vincula  grata  cumrrit, 
Vt  cingi  cupidcB  finuofis  vitibus  ulmi. 
De7iiqul  vexillis  nigru7n  parmisque  ferttrum 
Co7ida7nus,furuos  i7ifig7iia  debit  a  pa7i7ios 
Tigridis  ut  vultu  decore7it,  et  fro72te  77iinad, 
Tityre,  foelici  lastum  Pseana  canamus. 
ymprimis  aute77i  facra77i  C07ic77iur  uterque, 
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Then  while  his  fpirit  dwels  in  heaunlie  towres, 

let  vs  performe  what  honor  dutie  willes  : 
Let  vs  adorne  his  facred  tumb  with  flo^vres, 

and  fweete  it  with  the  riches  of  our  hilles. 
Our  vernall  Flora  that  bewailes  our  loffe, 

will  gladlie  let  hir  flowTie  locks  be  rent : 
And  clad  hir  felfe  in  moornfuU  roabes  of  moffe, 

if  all  the  treafure  of  hir  buds  were  fpent. 
Then  Flora  lends  vs  thime  and  violets, 

fweete  balme  and  rofes  for  his  buriall : 
Beflow  no  wealth  on  wanton  amorets, 

but  fpare  it  to  adorne  his  funerall. 
And  Pales  bath  his  lirns  in  fluds  of  milke, 

and  couer  him  with  coflly  ornament : 
Infhrine  his  corps  in  fheetes  of  foftefl  filke, 

for  he  delems  Maujolus  monument. 
And  Tityints  let  vs  before  the  refl 

fet  holie  lights,  and  watch  his  breathles  corfe, 
Singing  fv/eet  himns  for  him  whofe  foule  is  blefl, 

though  parted  from  his  flefh  by  deaths  diuorce. 
Now  cheere  we  Dryas  in  hir  miferie, 

who  ouerlong  bewailes  hir  hapleffe  cafe  : 
Left  ouerlouing  like  Laodamie^ 

fhee  loofe  hir  felfe  in  deepe  fuppofd  imbrace. 
Now  call  we  Hyale  from  whifpring  flreames, 

increaft  with  teares  (true  feruants  of  annoie) 
Who  takes  no  pleafare  but  in  griefs  extreames, 

nor  ioies  in  ought  but  in  hir  want  of  ioie  : 
Faire  Hyale,  who  wringing  oft  hir  armes, 

hii  annes  far  whiter  then  Sythonian  fnoa, 
With  doubling  fighs  bewails  hir  helples  harmes, 

Alas  that  helples  harmes  fhould  vexe  hir  fo. 
Yet  beuteous  Nymph  thy  carefuU  mother  Hues, 

(long  may  fhee  liue,  and  lining  eafe  thy  hart) 
Accept  what  comfort  hir  furuiuing  giues, 

and  in  lifes  comfort  drown  thy  forrows  fmart. 
Helpe  thou  with  vs,  and  eurie  countrie  wght, 

to  chace  all  grieuance  from  Dianaes  minde  : 
From  drad  Diana,  earths  and  heauns  delight, 

F>ia?ia,  glorie  of  hir  fexe  and  kinde ; 
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Totaque  folari  nob  if  cum  rura  Dianani; 
Quce  caput  ejl  huius  regni^  qucs  gloria  regni; 
Qjuae  Cybele  cceli  nostri^  quce  nojlra  Sybilla; 
Quce piefatis  avians ;  placidce  qucBpacis  arnica; 
Quce  genus  et  proauos  proprijs  virtuiibus  ornat ; 
QucB  varijs  loquitur  Unguis ;  quce.  vatibus  ipfa 
Jndulget  vafes,  et  doBis  do^lior  ipfa  ; 
QucB  Iu7io?iis  habet  geflum^  inoresque  Mineruce^ 
Et  veneris  formani ;  quce,  fit  licH  innuba  virgo. 
Exuperatreges,  quantu?n  querceta  myricas. 
Sedquid  earn  ?-efero,  quce,  noflro  carmi7ie  maior^ 
Efl  ca?ita?ida  tuo  dulcis  Spencere  cothurtio, 
Cuius  inefl  nwneris  Hihlcei  copia  niellis. 
Tu  quoque  nobijcum  (quonia?n  tu  nofter  Apollo^ 
Lugentem  folare  Deam,  quoties  Meliboei 
Triflia  lacrymulis  preciofis  fiaiera  deflet. 
Die  illi  (tu  namqul  potes  fcBlice  camcena) 
Arcadas  imiumeros,  quanquam  Melihxus  obiuit, 
Frceflantes  fupereffe  viros,  fimiles  Meliboei. 
Damoetam  7ne?nora,  quo  no7i  prceclarior  alter, 
No7t  quifqua77i  inge7iio  77ielior,  7i07i  prornptior  ore, 
Non  grauior  vultu,  nee  ad  a7'7na  pa7'atior  extat : 
Jlle  efl  Damaetas,  qui  iu7'is  corrigit  irain, 
Qiie77i  vocat  Hatto7iu7)i  Triuice  ve7ierabile  Nuinen 
Damonem  77ie77i07'a,  qui  Neflo7'a  pluribus  a7mis 
Confilioque  refert  nu7iqua7n  7iifi  vera  tnotwiti  : 
Nam  quod  erat  mag7io  77iaturus  Neflor  Atridce, 
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Dia7ia,  wondrous  mirrour  of  our  dales  ; 

Dia?ia  matchleffe  Queene  of  Arcadie ; 
Diajia,  whofe  lurpaffnig  beauties  praife 

Improous  hir  worth  paft  terrene  deitie  j 
Diana,  Sibill  for  hir  fecret  skill ; 

Diana,  pieties  chief  earthlie  friend  ; 
Dia?ia,  holie  both  in  deede  and  will ; 

Diana  whofe  iufl  praifes  haue  no  end. 
Ah  but  my  J^Iufe,  that  creeps  but  on  the  ground, 

begins  to  tremble  at  my  great  prefume, 
For  naming  hir,  whofe  titles  onelie  found 

doth  glad  the  welkin  with  a  fweet  perfume. 
For  in  hir  minde  fo  manie  vertues  dwell, 

as  eurie  moment  breed  new  pieties  : 
Yet  all  in  one  coioind  doe  all  excell, 

and  cro\^^le  hir  worth  with  fundrie  deities. 
But  that  vnwares  my  forie  ftile  proceeds 

drad  Cynthia  pardon  :  loue  defires  dil[:)enfe  : 
As  Tones  high  Oaks  orelook  Pans  flender  reeds, 

fo  boue  all  praifmg  flies  thine  excellence. 
Yet  left  my  homefpun  verfe  obfcure  hir  worth, 

fweet  Spencer  let  me  leaue  this  taske  to  thee, 
Whofe  neuerflooping  quill  can  befl  fet  forth 

fuch  things  of  flate,  as  paffe  my  Mufe,  and  me. 
Thou  Spencer  art  the  alderliefeft  fwaine, 

or  haply  if  that  word  be  all  to  bafe, 
Thou  art  Apollo  whofe  fweet  hunnie  vaine 

amongfl  the  Mufes  hath  a  chiefefl  place. 
Therefore  in  fulnes  of  thy  duties  loue, 

cahiie  thou  the  tempefl  of  Dianaes  brefl, 
Whilfl  fhee  for  Melibanis  late  remoue 

afflicts  hir  mind  with  ouerlong  vnrefl. 
Tell  hir  forthwith  (for  well  fhee  likes  thy  vaine) 

that  though  great  Meliboeiis  be  awaie  : 
Yet  like  to  him  there  manie  fLill  remaine, 

which  will  vphold  hir  countrie  from  decaie. 
Firfl  name  Danixtas,  flo^\Te  of  Arcadie, 

whofe  thoughts  are  prudent,  and  fpeech  vertuous, 
Whofe  looks  haue  mildnes  ioind  with  Maieflie, 

whofe  hand  is  liberall  and  valorous  : 
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Qui  patrem  patricR  mult  is  Aiacibus  vnum 
Frceiulitj  id  nojlrce.  Damon  longcBuus  Elifce  : 
Regales  gazas  re^os  conferuat  in  ufus 
Damon,  Ccecilium  quem  diximus  Arcades  ohm. 
^gonem  jnemora,  vicinas  lintribtcs  u?idas 
Qui  iegitj  et  validi  Neptuni  munerefungens^ 
Jngentes  nojlro  projligat  littore  phocas  : 
Howardum  veteres  fceclo  dixere  priori. 
Denique  tu  Mopfmn,  tu  Daphnim^  tu  AlphefihcBum, 
SyluanwHy  Faujlum^  etfapientem  7nulta  Menalcam^ 
Et  reliquos  numera  pa/lores,  quotquot  Elifam 
Pe flare  fyncero^  nullam  pafflsque  quiet  em 
Luminibus,  vigiles  auido  tutantur  ah  hojle. 
Ambrofios  illi  ftjlent  hcec  nojni?iafletus, 

Quales  Oebalij  faujliffima  lumina  fr aires ^ 
Exhaujlos  pelagi  rabie,  pulfuque  frementlim 
jEolidUm^  grata  tranquillant  fydere  nautas^ 
Dum  ponunt  venti^  pluitice  cedimtque  tenebm: 
Sic  tuus  6  tandlm  (  Cory  don)  per amabilis  aures 
Senna  meas  mulcens,  exemit  peHore  mram^ 
Et  lacrymas  oculis^  et  acerbas  ore  querelas. 

Eccefed  adueniens  fuadet  difcedere  vefper : 
Jre  domum  libeat,  pecudesque  includere  feptis, 
Bifcain  paulatim  rigidos  de  difcere  luHus. 
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f 
He  is  BaifioetaSy  that  is  wont  to  blame 

extreameft  iuflice  voide  of  equitie ; 
Diana  terms  him  by  an  other  name, 

Hatton^  vnleffe  I  faile  in  memorie. 
The  name  old  Da?no?i,  whom  fhee  knows  of  old 

for  fuch  as  Nejior  was  to  GrcBciafis  guide  : 
Worth  ten  of  Aiax,  worth  all  Crceffus  gold, 

if  his  deferts  in  ballance  could  be  tride. 
Damoji  is  he  that  counfels  flill  aright, 

and  heedfullie  perferus  Bianaes  ftore  : 
And  wakes  when  others  reft  them  felus  by  night, 

we  Arcads  cald  him  Cecill  heretofore. 
Then  name  braue  yEgon,  that  with  fhips  defence 

about  our  coafl  orefpreds  the  Ocean  plaines. 
To  keepe  fell  monflers  of  the  fea  from  hence : 

we  cleape  him  Howard^  that  are  countrie  fwaines. 
Name  Mopfiis^  Dap/mis,  Fansttis,  and  the  reft, 

whofe  feurall  gifts  thy  fmging  can  expreffe  : 
When  thou  flialt  tell  how  fhee  in  them  is  bleft, 

their  verie  names  will  comfort  hii-  diflreffe. 

5I^it^rtt!5f. 

Cajior  and  Foihtx,  Lcsdaes  louelie  twins, 

whofe  bright  afpe6l  cheers  moornful  Mariners, 
Shewing  them  felues  when  pleafant  calme  begins, 

of  gladfome  newes  two  welcome  meffengers, 
Conuey  great  comfort  to  the  weltred  minde, 

and  with  their  flieen  appearance  breed  delight : 
Yet  Corydon  thy  leare  and  loue  combinde 

pleafe  more  by  hearing,  then  thofe  twain  by  fight. 
For  they  portending  flormie  windes  furceafe, 

but  by  portending  caufe  the  hearts  content : 
Thy  learnd  perfuades  command  my  forrow  ceafe, 

and  fweetnes  doth  allure  to  merriment. 
But  hie  we  homeward,  night  comes  on  apace, 

weel  learne  beliue  forget  our  doleful  notes : 
See  where  faire  Venus  fhewes  hir  radiant  face, 

lets  hence,  and  fliut  our  flieepfolds  in  their  coat. 

F  I  N  I  S. 
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Loue  Difdained. 

iEtna  grauius  Amor. 
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Oe  Idle  lines  vnpolifht  rude  and  bafe, 
Vnworthy  words  to  blafon  beauties  glory: 
(Beauty  that  hath  my  rellles  hart  in  chafe, 
Beauty  the  fubiect  of  my  ruefull  llory.) 
I  warne  thee  Ihunne  the  bower  of  hei 
abiding, 

Be  not  fo  bold  ne  hardy  as  to  view  her : 
I^eafl  Ihee  inraged  with  thee  fall  a  chiding, 
And  fo  her  anger  proue  thy  woes  renewer. 
Yet  if  fhee  daigne  to  rew  thy  dreadfull  fmart, 
And  reading  laugh,  and  laughing  fo  miflike  thee : 
Bid  her  defifl,  and  looke  v/ithin  my  hart, 
Where  fhee  may  fee  how  ruthles  fhee  did  flrike  mee. 
If  fhee  be  pleafde  though  fhee  reward  thee  not, 
AVhat  others  fay  of  me  regard  it  not 


f  Sonnet,  i, 

N  prime  of  youthly  yeares  as  then  not  wounded, 
^^,   With  Loues  impoifoned  dart  or  bitter  gall : 
^^   Nor  minde  nor  thoughts  on  fickle  Fancie  grounded, 
But  careleffe  hunting  after  pleafures  ball. 
I  tooke  delight  to  laugh  at  Louers  follie, 
Accounting  beautie  but  a  fading  bloffome  : 
What  I  efleemd  prophane,  they  deemed  holie, 
loying  the  thraldome  which  I  counted  loathfome. 
Their  plaints  were  fuch  as  no  thing  might  relieue  them, 
Their  harts  did  wellnie  breake  loues  paine  induring  : 
Yet  flill  I  fmild  to  fee  how  loue  did  grieue  them, 
Vnwife  they  were  their  forrowes  felfe  procuring. 
Thus  whilfl  they  honoured  Cupid  for  a  God, 
I  held  him  as  a  boy  not  pafl  the  rod. 

Sonnet.  2. 

lOng  time  I  fought,  and  fiercely  waged  warre, 
Againfl  the  God  of  amarous  Defire : 
Who  fets  the  fenfes  mongfl  themfelues  at  iarre, 
The  hart  inflaming  Avith  his  lufLfull  fire. 
The  winged  boy  vpon  his  mothers  knee, 
Wantonlie  playing  neere  to  Paphos  fhrine : 
Scorning  that  I  fhould  checke  his  Deitie, 
Whofe  dreaded  power  tam'd  the  gods  diuine. 
From  forth  his  quiuer  drew  the  keeneft  dart, 
Wherewith  high  lone  he  oftentimes  had  wounded  : 
And  fiercely  aimd  it  at  my  flubbome  hart. 
But  backe  againe  the  idle  fliaft  rebounded. 
Loue  faw  and  frownd,  that  he  was  fo  beguiled, 
I  laught  outright,  and  Vemts  fweetely  fmiled. 

Son\ii€t\.  3. 


i8o 
Sonnet.  3. 

ffHee  fmild  to  fee  her  fonne  in  fuch  a  rage, 
I   1  laught  to  thinke  how  I  had  Loue  preuented  : 
He  frown d  and  vowd  nought  fhoiild  his  ire  affwage, 
rill  I  had  floopt  to  Loue,  and  loue  repented. 
The  more  he  rag'd  the  greater  grew  our  laughter, 
The  more  we  laught  the  fiercer  was  his  ire  : 
And  in  his  anger  fware  my  poore  harts  flaughter, 
Which  in  my  breafl  beautie  fhould  fet  on  fire. 
Faire  Vemis  feeing  her  deere  fonne  in  chollar, 
Fearing  mifliap  by  his  too  hafly  anger  : 
Perfwaded  him  that  fliee  would  worke  my  doUor, 
And  by  her  meanes  procure  my  endles  langor. 
So  Loue  and  loues  Queene  (Loue  hauing  confented,) 
Agreed  that  I  by  Loue  fliould  be  tormented. 

Sonnet,  4. 

fHo  taking  in  her  lap  the  God  of  loue, 
Shee  lightly  mounted  through  the  Chriflall  aire  : 
^^^     And  in  her  Coach  ydrawne  with  filuer  Doues, 
To  Uiilcans  fmokie  Forge  fliee  did  repaire. 
Where  hauing  wonne  the  Ciclops  to  her  will, 
Loues  quiuer  fraught  with  arrowes  of  the  befl : 
His  bended  bow  in  hand  all  armd  to  kill, 
He  vowd  reuenge  and  threatned  my  vnrefl. 
And  to  be  fure  that  he  would  deadly  flrike  me, 
His  bhndfold  eies  he  did  a  while  vncouer  : 
Choofing  an  arrow  that  fliould  much  miflike  me, 
He  bad  wound  him  tha.t  fcornes  to  be  a  Louer. 
But  when  he  faw  his  booties  arrow  fhiuer, 
He  brake  his  bow,  and  caft  away  his  quiuer. 

Sonnet.  5. 


i8i 

Sonnet.  5. 

gl^Opeles  and  helpeles  too,  poore  loiie  amated, 
?lp.     To  fee  himfelfe  affronted  with  difdaine  ; 
^-^'^     And  all  his  skill  and  power  fpent  in  vaine, 
At  me  the  onely  obie6l  that  he  hated. 
Now  Cytherea  from  Olimpiis  mount, 
Defcending  from  the  fphere  with  her  deere  fonne ; 
With  Douelike  wings  to  Alcidalyon, 
Loue  on  her  knee,  fhee  by  the  Chriflall  fount ; 
Aduifde  the  boy  what  fcandall  it  would  bee, 
If  Fame  fhould  to  the  open  world  difcouer 
How  I  furuiu'd  and  fcornd  Loues  facred  power. 
Then  Cupid  lightly  leaping  from  her  knee, 
Vnto  his  mother  vowd  my  difcontenting  : 
Vnhappie  vowe  the  ground  of  my  lamenting. 


Sonnet.  6. 

fHen  on  the  fodaine  faft  away  he  fled. 
He  fled  apace  as  from  purfuing  foe  : 
^^      Ne  euer  lookt  he  backe,  ne  turnd  his  headj 
Vntill  he  came  whereas  he  wrought  my  woe. 
Tho  cafl-ing  from  his  backe  his  bended  bow. 
He  quickly  clad  him.felfe  in  flrange  difguife : 
In  fl^range  difguife  that  no  man  might  him  know. 
So  coucht  himfelfe  within  my  Ladies  eies. 
But  in  her  eies  fuch  glorious  beanies  did  fliine. 
That  welnigh  burnt  loues  party  coloured  wings, 
VVhilfl,  I  flood  gazing  on  her  funne-bright  eien, 
The  wanton  boy  fliee  in  my  bofome  flings. 
He  built  his  pleafant  bov/er  in  my  brefl:, 
So  I  in  loue,  and  loue  in  me  doth  reft. 

Sotinet.  7 
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Sonnet.  7. 

'Ow  Loue  triumphed  hauing  got  the  day, 
Proudly  infulting,  tyrannizing  flill : 
As  Hawke  that  ceazeth  on  the  yeelding  pray, 
So  am  I  made  the  fcome  of  Vi6lors  will. 
Now  eies  with  teares,  now  hart  with  forrow  fraught, 
Hart  forrowes  at  my  watry  teares  lamenting  : 
Eyes  Ihed  fait  teares  to  fee  harts  pining  thought, 
And  both  that  then  loue  fcomd  are  now  repenting. 
But  all  in  vaine  too  late  I  pleade  repentance, 
For  teares  in  eies  and  fighs  in  hart  mufl  weeld  me  : 
The  feathered  boy  hath  doomd  my  fatall  fentence, 
That  I  to  tyrannizing  Loue  mufl  yeeld  me. 
And  bow  my  necke  erfl  fubiedl  to  no  yoke, 
To  Loues  falfe  lure  (fuch  force  hath  beauties  flroke.) 

Sonnet.  8. 

fWhat  a  life  is  it  that  Louers  ioy, 
Wherein  both  paine  and  pleafure  fhrouded  is ; 
Both  heauenly  pleafures  and  eke  hells  annoy, 
Hells  fowle  annoyance  and  eke  heauenly  blifle. 
Wherein  vaine  hope  doth  feede  the  Louers  hart, 
And  brittle  ioy  fuflaine  a  pining  thought : 
When  blacke  difpaire  renewes  a  Louers  fmart. 
And  quite  extirps  what  firfl  content  had  wrought. 
Where  faire  refemblance  eke  the  mind  allureth. 
To  wanton  lewd  lull  giuing  pleafure  fcope  : 
And  late  repentance  endles  paines  procureth. 
But  none  of  thefe  afflict  me  faue  vaine  hope. 
And  fad  difpaire,  difpaire  and  hope  perplexing, 
Vaine  hope  mv  hart,  difpaire  my  fancie  vexing. 

Sonnet.  9. 
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Sonnet.  17. 

[|p  Hen  from  her  fled  my  hart  in  forrow  wrapped. 
1 1\      Like  vnto  one  that  fliund  purfuing  flaughter  : 
^^     All  welnigh  breathles  told  me  what  had  happed, 
How  both  in  Court  and  countrie  he  had  fought  her. 
The  drerie  teares  of  many  loue  repenting, 
Corriuals  in  my  loue  whom  fencie  flroked  : 
Partners  in  loue  and  partners  m  lamenting, 
My  fellow  thralls  whofe  necks  as  mine  were  yoked. 
The  fhepheards  praifes  and  their  harts  amis, 
Vrged  by  my  Miflres  ouerweening  pride  : 
For  none  that  fees  her  but  captiued  is, 
A.nd  lall  he  told  which  to  my  hart  did  glide ; 
How  all  the  teares  I  fpent  were  vaine  and  forceles, 
For  fliee  in  hart  had  vowd  to  be  remorceles. 


Sonnet.  18. 


/^ 


^Ho  with  a  flio-vvre  of  teares  I  entertained, 
•)\^    My  wounded  hart  into  my  breafl  accloied  : 
^^  With  thoufand  fundrie  cares  and  griefes  vnfained, 
Vnfained  griefes  and  cares  my  hart  annoied. 
Annoying  forrowes  at  my  harts  returning, 
Affaild  my  thoughts  with  neuer  ceafmg  horror  : 
That  euen  my  hart,  hart  like  to  ^tna  burning, 
Did  often  times  confpire  for  to  abhorre  her. 
But  enuious  loue  flill  bent  to  eke  my  mourning, 
A  grieuous  pennance  for  my  fault  inflidled  ; 
That  eies  fhould  weepe  and  hart  be  euer  groaning ; 
So  loue  to  worke  my  forrowes  was  addidled 
But  earths  fole  wonder  whofe  eies  m.y  fenfe  appalled. 
The  fault  was  loues,  then  pardon  me,  for  loue  is  franticke 
called.  Sonnet.  19. 


Sonnet.  19. 

i.-«r  r  Y  halt  impos'd  this  penance  on  mine  eies, 

(Eies  the  firfl  caulers  of  my  harts  lamenting  : 
'^~^*     That  they  fliould  weepe  till  lone  and  fancie  dies, 
Fond  loue  the  lafl  caufe  of  my  harts  repenting. 
Mine  eies  vpon  my  hart  infli6l  this  paine, 
(Bold  hart  that  dard  to  harbour  thoughts  of  loue) 
That  it  fhould  loue  and  purchafe  fell  difdaine, 
A  grieuous  penance  which  my  hart  doth  proue. 
Mine  eies  did  weepe  as  hart  had  them  impofed, 
My  hart  did  pine  as  eies  had  it  conftrained : 
Eies  in  their  teares  my  paled  face  difclofed, 
Hart  in  his  fighs  did  fhow  it  was  difdained. 
So  th'one  did  weepe  th'other  fighed,  both  grieued, 
For  both  mufl  Hue  and  loue,  both  vnrelieued. 

Sonnet.  20. 

Y  hart  accus'd  mine  eies  and  was  offended, 
Vowing  the  caufe  was  in  mine  eies  afpiring : 
''  Mine  eies  afnimd  my  hart  might  well  amend  it, 

If  he  at  firfl  had  baniflit  loues  defiring. 
Hart  faid  that  loue  did  enter  at  the  eies. 
And  from  the  eies  defcended  to  the  hart : 
Eies  fseid  that  in  the  hart  did  fparkes  arife, 
Which  kindled  flame  that  wrought  the  inward  fmart, 
Hart  faid  eies  tears  might  foonehaue  quencht  that  fl[ame,] 
Eies  faid  harts  fighs  at  firft  might  loue  exile : 
So  hart  the  eies  and  eies  the  hart  did  blame, 
VVhilfl  both  did  pine  for  both  the  paine  did  feele. 
Hart  fighed  and  bled,  eies  wept  and  gaz'd  too  much. 
Yet  mufl  I  gaze  becaufe  I  fee  none  fuch. 

Soniiet.  2x. 


Sonnet.  21. 

fortune  forwearied  with  my  bitter  mone, 
Did  pittie  feldorae  feene  my  wretched  fate : 
And  brought  to  paffe  that  I  my  loue  alone, 
Vnwares  attacht  to  plead  my  hard  eflate. 
Some  fay  that  loue  makes  louers  eloquent, 
And  with  diuinell  wit  doth  them  infpire  : 
But  beautie  my  tongues  office  did  preuent, 
And  quite  extinguifhed  my  firfl  defire. 
As  if  her  eies  had  power  to  flrike  me  dead, 
So  vras  I  dafed  at  her  crimfon  die : 
As  one  that  had  beheld  Medufaes  head, 
All  fenfes  failed  their  Mafler  but  the  eie. 
Had  that  fenfe  failed  and  from  me  eke  beene  taken, 
Then  I  had  loue  and  loue  hpd  me  forfaken. 


So7inet.  22. 

w  the  obie6l  of  my  pining  thought, 
Within  a  garden  of  fweete  natures  placing : 
Where  in  an  arbour  artificiall  wrought, 
By  workemans  wondrous  skill  the  garden  gracing. 
Did  boall  his  glorie,  glorie  farre  renowned. 
For  in  his  fhadie  boughs  my  Miflres  flept : 
And  with  a  garland  of  his  branches  crowned. 
Her  daintie  forehead  from  the  funne  ykept. 
Imperious  loue  vpon  her  eieHds  tending, 
Playing  his  wanton  fports  at  euery  becke, 
And  into  euerie  fmefl  limbe  defcending, 
From  eies  to  hps  from  lips  to  }aiorie  necke. 
ALnd  euerie  limbe  fupplide  and  t'euerie  part. 
Had  free  acceffe  but  durfl  not  touch  her  hart. 

Sonnet.  23. 


Sonnet.  23. 

SyAyYe  me  that  loue  wants  power  to  pierce  the  hart, 

rOTL     Of  "^y  harts  obie6l  beauties  rarefl  wonder : 

^^^     What  is  become  of  that  hart-thrilHng  dart, 

VVhofe  power  brought  the  heauenly  powers  vnder. 

Ah  gentle  loue  if  empty  be  thy  quiuer, 

Vnmaske  thy  felfe  and  looke  within  my  brell : 

Where  thou  flialt  find  the  dart  that  made  me  fhiuer, 

But  can  I  Hue  and  fee  my  loue  diflrefl. 

Ah  no  that  Ihaft  was  caufe  of  fon-ow  endles, 

And  paine  perpetuall  Ihould  my  Lady  proue : 

If  hart  were  pierfl,  the  deare  loue  be  not  friendles, 

Although  I  neuer  found  a  friend  of  loue, 

If  not  without  her  hart,  her  loue  be  gained. 

Let  me  Hue  flill  forlorne  and  die  difdained. 

Sonnet.  24. 

ffTill  let  me  liue  forlorne  and  die  difdained, 
\     My  hart  confenting  to  continuall  languifli : 
If  loue  (my  harts  fore)  may  not  be  obtained, 
But  with  the  danger  of  my  Ladies  anguifh. 
Let  me  oppofe  my  felfe  gainft  forrowes  force, 
And  arme  my  hart  to  beare  woes  heauy  load : 
Vnpittied  let  me  die  without  remorce, 
Rather  than  monfler  fame  fliall  blafe  abroad ; 
That  I  was  caufer  of  her  woes  induring. 
Or  brought  faire  beauty  to  fo  fowle  a  domage  : 
If  life  or  death  might  be  her  ioyes  procuring. 
Both  life,  loue,  death,  and  all  fhould  doe  her  homage. 
But  Ihee  Hucg  fafe  in  freedomes  liberty, 
I  liue  and  die  in  loues  extremitie. 

^Sormet^  25. 
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Sonnet.  25. 

fHe  priuate  place  which  I  did  choofe  to  waile, 
And  deere  lament  my  loues  pride  was  a  groue : 
Plac'd  twixt  two  hills  within  a  lowlie  dale, 
Which  now  by  fame  was  cald  the  vale  of  loue. 
The  vale  of  loue  for  there  I  fpent  my  plainings, 
Plaints  that  bewraid  my  ficke  harts  bitter  wounding  : 
Loue  ficke  harts  deepe  wounds  with  difpaire  me  paining. 
The  bordering  hills  my  forrowing  plaints  refounding. 
Each  tree  did  beare  the  figure  of  her  name, 
Which  my  faint  hand  vppon  their  backs  ingraued ; 
And  euery  tree  did  feeme  her  fore  to  blame, 
Calling  her  proud  that  mee  of  ioyes  depraued. 
But  vaine  for  fhee  had  vowed  to  forfake  mee, 
And  I  to  endles  anguifh  mull  betake  mee. 

Sonnet.  26. 

(S?T  pleafd  my  Miflris  once  to  take  the  aire, 
^|h      Amid  the  vale  of  loue  for  her  difporting  . 
•-^     The  birds  perceauing  one  fo  heauenly  faire, 
With  other  Ladies  to  the  groue  reforting. 
Gan  dolefully  report  my  forrowes  endles, 
But  fhee  nill  liflen  to  my  woes  repeating  : 
But  did  protefl  that  I  fliould  forrow  friendle 
So  Hue  I  now  and  looke  for  ioyes  defeating. 
But  ioyfuU  birds  melodious  harmonic, 
Whofe  filuer  timed  fongs  might  well  haue  moued  her : 
Inforfl  the  reft  to  rewe  my  miferie. 
Though  Ihee  denyd  to  pittie  him  that  lou'd  her. 
For  fhee  had  vowd  her  faire  Ihould  neuer  pleafe  me, 
Yet  nothing  but  her  loue  can  once  appeafe  me. 

Sonnet.  27. 
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Sonnet.  27. 

feplle  banke  whereon  I  leand  my  reflles  head, 

/J\      Placd  at  the  bottome  of  a  mirtle  tree  : 

^-^     I  oft  had  watered  with  the  teares  I  flied, 

Sad  teares  did  with  the  fallen  earth  agree. 

Since  when  the  flocks  that  grafe  vpon  the  plaine, 

Doe  in  their  kind  lament  my  woes  though  dumbe : 

And  euery  one  as  faithfull  doth  refraine 

To  eate  that  graffe  which  facred  is  become. 

And  euerie  tree  forbeareth  to  let  fall, 

Their  dewie  drops  mongfl  any  brinifli  teares  : 

Onelie  the  mirth*  whofe  hart  as  mine  is  thrall, 

To  melt  in  forrowes  fourfe  no  whit  forbeare. 

So  franticke  loue  with  griefe  our  paind  harts  wringing, 

That  dill  we  wept  and  flill  the  graffe  was  fpringing. 

Sonnet.  28. 

Afl  flowing  teares  from  watery  eies  abounding, 
J    In  tracft  of  time  by  forrow  fo  conflrained  : 
^^  And  framd  a  fountaine  in  which  Eccho  founding, 
The'nd  of  my  plaints  (vaine  plaints  of  Loue  difdained.) 
When  to  the  wel  of  mine  owne  eies  weeping, 
I  gan  repaire  renewing  former  greening  : 
And  endles  moane  Eccho  me  companie  keeping. 
Her  vnreuealed  woe  my  woe  reuealing. 
My  forrowes  ground  was  on  her  forrow  grounded, 
The  Lad  was  faire  but  proud  that  her  perplexed  : 
Her  harts  deepe  wound  was  m  my  hart  deepe  wounded, 
Faire  and  too  proud  is  flie  that  my  hart  vexed. 
But  faire  and  too  proud  mufl  releafe  harts  pining. 
Or  hart  rnufl  figh  and  burfl  with  ioies  declining. 

*  ?  myrrh.  Sonuet.   29. 


1 93 
Sonnet.  29. 

fer  Aking  a  truce  with  teares  fweete  pleafures  foe, 
?^      I  thus  began  hard  by  the  fountayne  fide  : 
^^         O  deere  copartner  of  my  wretched  woe, 
No  fooner  faide  but  woe  poore  eccho  cride. 
Then  I  againe  what  woe  did  thee  betide, 
That  can  be  greater  than  difdayne,  difdayne : 
Quoth  eccho.     Then  fayd  I  O  womens  pride, 
Pride  anfwered  echo.     O  inflicting  payne, 
When  wofull  eccho  payne  agayne  repeated, 
RedoubHng  forrow  with  a  forrowing  found  : 
For  both  of  vs  were  now  in  forrow  feated, 
Pride  and  difdaine  difdainefull  pride  the  ground. 
That  foril  poore  Eccho  mourne  ay  forrowing  euer. 
And  me  lament  in  teares  ay  ioyning*  neuer. 

Sonnet.  30. 

'Bout  the  well  which  from  mine  eies  did  flow, 
The  woefull  witnes  of  harts  defolation  : 
Yet  teares  nor  woe  nor  ought  could  worke  corn- 
Did  diuers  trees  of  fundry  natures  growe.  [pafflon. 
The  mirrhe  fweet  bleeding  in  the  latter  wound, 
Into  the  chriftali  waues  her  teares  did  power : 
As  pittying  me  on  whome  blind  loue  did  lower, 
Vpon  whofe  backe  I  wTOte  my  lorrows  ground, 
And  on  her  rugged  rind  I  wrote  forlorne, 
Forlorne  I  wrote  for  forrowe  me  opprefled  : 
Oppreffmg  forrowe  had  my  hart  diflreffed, 
And  made  the  abiedl  outcafl,  of  loues  fcome. 
The  leaues  confpiring  with  the  winds  fweet  founding, 
With  gentle  murmor  playnd  my  harts  deepe  wounding. 
*  ?ioymg.                 ^                          Somet.  31. 
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Sonnet.  31. 

(^VVrote  vppon  there  fides  to  eke  their  plaining, 
^      If  fad  laments  might  multiply  their  forrowe  : 
^      My  loues  faire  lookes  and  eke  ray  loues  difdaining, 
My  loues  coy  lookes  confLraines  me  pine  for  woe. 
My  loues  difdaine  which  was  her  louers  dolour  : 
My  loues  proud  hart  which  my  harts  bliffe  did  banifh : 
My  loues  tranfparent  beames  and  rofy  colour, 
The  pride  of  which  did  caufe  my  ioyes  to  vanifli. 
My  loues  bright  fhining  beeautie  like  the  flarre, 
That  early  rifeth  fore  for  the  funnes  appearance  : 
A  guide  vnto  my  thoughts  that  wandring  arre, 
Doth  force  me  breath  abroad  my  woes  indurance. 
O  life  forlorne,  O  loue  vnkindly  fro^vning, 
Thy  eies  my  heart  difpaire  my  fad  hope  drowning. 

Sonnet.  32. 

(^  Hofe  whofe  kind  harts  fweet  pittie  did  attamt, 

)%      With  ruthfull  teares  bemond  my  miferies  : 

^^     Thofe  which  had  heard  my  neuer  ceafmg  plaint, 

Or  read  my  woes  ingrauen  on  the  trees. 

At  lafl  did  win  my  Ladle  to  confort  them, 

Vnto  the  fountaine  of  my  flowing  anguifli : 

Where  fhe  vnkind  and  they  might  boldly  fport  them, 

YVhilfl  I  meanewhile  in  forrows  lappe  did  languifli, 

Their  meaning  was  that  fhe  fome  teares  lliould  flied, 

Into  the  well  in  pitty  of  my  pining  : 

She  gaue  confent  and  putting  forth  her  head, 

Did  in  the  well  perceaue  her  beautie  fliining. 

Which  feeing  flie  withdrew  her  head  puft  vp  with  prid 

And  would  not  flied  a  teare  fliould  I  haue  died. 

Sonnet,  '^i. 
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Somiet.  33. 

W  Ome  fay  that  women  loue  for  to  be  praifed, 

^  But  droope  when  as  they  thinke  their  faire  miift 

^^  loying  to  haue  their  beauties  glorie  raifed,     [die : 

By  fames  fhril  trompe  aboue  the  flarrie  fide. 

I  then  whome  want  of  fkill  might  be  with  drawing, 

Extold  her  beautie  not  as  yet  deferued : 

She  faid  my  words  were  flatterie  and  fayning, 

For  good  intent  to  bad  euent  foone  fwerued. 

Some  fay  againe  they  will  denie  and  take  it, 

I  gaue  my  hart,  my  hart  that  dearly  cofl  me  : 

No  fooner  offerd  but  fhe  did  forfake  it, 

Scorning  my  proffered  gift  fo  flill  fhe  crofl  me. 

But  were  I  (alas  I  am  not)  falfe  and  truthles : 

Then  had  fhe  reafon  to  be  Heme  and  ruthles. 


Sonnet.  34. 

g[\T  grfX  Hy  hue  I  wretch  and  fee  my  loyes  decay, 
)^h\   ] '^    VVhy  liue  I  and  no  hope  of  loues  aduancing : 
^    ^    VVhy  doe  myne  eies  behold  the  funnie  day, 
VVhy  liue  I  wretch  in  hope  of  better  chancing. 
O  wherefore  tells  my  toung  this  dolefull  tale, 
That  euery  eare  may  heare  my  bitter  plaint : 
Was  neuer  hart  that  yet  bemond  my  bale. 
Why  liue  I  wretch  my  pangs  in  vaine  to  paint. 
VVhy  flriue  I  gainll  the  flreame  or  gainfl  the  hill, 
VVhy  are  my  forrowes  buried  in  the  dufl : 
VVhy  doe  I  toile  and  loofe  my  labour  flill, 
VVhy  doe  I  feede  on  hope  or  bild  on  trufl. 
Since  hope  had  neuer  hap  and  trufl  finds  treafon, 
VVhy  liue  I  wretch  difdainde  and  fee  no  reafon  ? 

Sonnet.  35 
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Sonnet.  35. 

fMongfl  the  Idle  toyes  that  tofie  my  brayne, 
And  reaue  my  troubled  mynd  from  quiet  reft : 

^^^     Vyle  cruell  loue  I  find  doth  flill  remayne, 
To  breede  debate  within  my  grieued  brefl. 
When  weary  woe  doth  worke  to  wound  my  will, 
And  hart  furchargd  with  forrow  Hues  opreffed  : 
My  fowlen  eyes  then  cannot  wayle  there  fill, 
Sorrow  is  fo  far  fpent  and  I  diftreffed. 
My  toung  hath  not  the  cunning  fkill  to  tell, 
The  fmallefl  greife  that  gripes  my  throbbing  hart : 
Myne  eies  haue  not  the  fecret  power  to  fwell, 
Into  fuch  hugie  feas  of  wounding  fmart. 
That  will  might  melt  to  wanes  of  bitter  woe, 
And  I  might  Iwelt  or  drowne  in  forrowes  fo. 


^r 


Sonnet.  36. 


Y  waterie  eies  let  fall  no  trickling  teares, 
^    But  flouds  that  ouer  flow  abundantly : 

V  Vhofe  fpring  and  fountaine  firfl  inforfl  by  feares, 
Doth  drowne  my  hart  in  wanes  of  mifery. 
My  voice  is  like  vnto  the  raging  wind. 
Which  roareth  flill  and  neuer  is  at  refl : 
The  diuers  thoughts  that  tumble  in  my  minde, 
Are  reflleffe  like  the  wheele  that  wherles  alway. 
The  fmokie  fighes  that  boyle  out  of  my  breft. 
Are  farre  vnlike  to  thofe  which  others  vfe : 
For  Louers  fighes  fometimes  doe  take  their  reft. 
And  lends  their  minds  a  little  fpace  to  mufe. 
But  mine  are  like  vnto  the  furging  leas. 
Whom  tempefl  calme  nor  quiet  can  appeafe. 

Sonnet.  37. 
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Sonnet.  37. 

WT  ^T  Here  may  I  now  my  carefull  corps  conuay, 
j.Vx  Wl    From  company  the  worker  of  my  woe  : 

^-^    ^    How  may  I  winke  or  hide  mine  eies  ahvaies, 
Which  gafe  on  that  whereof  my  griefe  doth  growe, 
How  fhall  I  feeme  my  fighes  for  to  fuppreffe, 
VVliich  helpe  the  hart  which  "elfe  would  fwelt  in  funder, 
Which  hurts  the  helpe  that  makes  my  torment  leffe : 
Which  helps  and  hurts,  O  woefull  wearie  wonder, 
How  now,  but  thus  in  folitarie  wife : 
To  flep  afide  and  make  hie  waie  to  moane, 
To  make  two  fountaines  of  my  dafled  eies, 
To  figh  my  fill  till  breath  and  all  be  gone. 
To  die  in  forrow  and  in  woe  repent  me, 
That  loue  at  lafl  would  though  too  late  lament  me. 


Sonnet,  38. 

Would  my  loue  although  too  late  lament  mee, 
And  pitty  take  of  teares  from  eies  diftilling : 
To  beare  thefe  forrowes  well  I  could  content  me. 
And  ten  times  more  to  fuffer  would  be  willing. 
If  Ihe  would  daine  to  grace  me  with  her  fauour, 
The  thought  thereof  fuftained  greife  fliould  banifh  : 
And  in  beholding  of  her  rare  behauiour, 
A  fmyle  of  her  fhould  force  difpaire  to  vaniflie : 
But  (he  is  bent  to  tiran[i]ze  vpon  me, 
Difpaire  perfwades  there  is  no  hope  to  haue  her : 
My  hart  doth  whifper  I  am  woe  begone  me, 
Then  ceafe  my  vaine  plaints  and  defifl  to  craue  her. 
Here  end  my  forrowes  here  my  fait  teares  flint  I, 
For  flies  obdurate,  flerne,  remorfeles,  flintie. 

Sonnet.  39. 
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Sonnet.  39. 

[^Eere  end  my  forrow,  no  here  my  forrow  fpringeth, 
Here  end  my  woe,  no  here  begins  my  waiHng : 
Here  ceafe  my  griefe,  no  here  my  griefe  deepe 
Sorrow,  woe,  griefe,  nor  ought  elfe  is  auaihng.  [wringeth 
Here  ceafe  my  teares,  no  here  begins  eies  weeping, 
Here  end  my  plaints,  no  here  begins  my  pining : 
Here  hart  be  free,  no  fighes  in  hart  flill  keeping, 
Teares,  plaints,  and  fighes,  all  caiife  of  ioyes  declining. 
Here  end  my  loue,  no  here  doth  loue  infpire  me, 
Here  end  my  life,  no  let  not  death  defire  me, 
Loue,  hope,  and  life,  and  all  with  me  mufl  perifh. 
For  forrow,  woe,  griefe,  teares,  and  plaints  oft  plained, 
Sighes,  loue,  hope,  life,  and  I,  mufl  die  dildained. 


Sonnet.  40. 

fHe  common  ioye,  the  cheere  of  companie, 
^^    Twixt  myrth  and  mone  doth  plague  me  euermore: 
For  pleafant  talke  or  muficks  melodie, 
Yelds  no  fuch  falue  vnto  my  fecret  lore. 
For  flill  I  Hue  in  fpight  of  cruell  death. 
And  die  againe  in  fpight  of  lingring  life  : 
Feede  flill  with  hope  which  doth  prolong  my  breath. 
But  choackt  with  feare  and  flrangled  flill  with  flriie, 
VVitnes  the  dales  which  I  in  dole  confume. 
And  weary  nights  beare  record  of  my  woe  : 
O  wronge  full  world  which  makft  my  fancie  fume, 
Fie  fickle  Fortune  fie  thou  art  my  foe. 
O  heauie  hap  fo  froward  is  my  chance. 
No  dales  nor  nights  nor  worlds  can  me  aduance. 

Sonnet.  41. 
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Sonnet.  41. 

fMperious  loue  who  in  the  prime  of  youth, 
I  light  efleemed  as  an  idle  toy : 
Though  late  thy  fierie  dart  hath  caufd  my  ruth, 
And  turned  fvveet  happines  to  darke  annoy. 
Why  haft  thou  pleafure  in  my  harts  deepe  groning, 
And  dofL  not  rew  and  pittie  my  vexations  ? 
Why  hafl  thou  ioy  at  my  laments  and  moning, 
And  art  not  moued  at  my  imprecations  ? 
Why  hafl  thou  flroke  my  hart  with  fwift  defire, 
And  peril  my  Ladies  eies  with  fell  difdaine  ? 
Why  hath  fond  fancie  fet  my  thoughts  on  fire, 
And  pent  my  hart  in  prifon  of  fad  paine? 
Why  am  I  drownd  in  dolors  neuer  ceafing, 
My  ioies  flill  fading,  and  my  woes  increafing. 

Sonnet.  42. 


^.,  Thou  that  ralefl  in  Rajnnis  golden  gate, 
^'      Let  pittie  pierce  the  vnrelenting  mind : 
Vnlade  me  of  the  burthen  cruell  fate, 
(Fell  enuious  fates  too  cruell  and  vnkind) 
Haue  heapt  vpon  me  by  too  froward  loue. 
Too  froward  loue  the  enemie  of  fortune : 
Whofe  fierce  affaults  my  hart  (too  late)  did  proue. 
My  fillie  hart  which  foiTOw  did  importune. 
Yet  in  thy  power  is  my  harts  redeeming, 
My  harts  redeeming  from  vile  thraldomes  force: 
Vile  thrall  to  one  my  forrowes  not  efleeming, 
Though  fhee  be  cruell  yet  haue  thou  remorce. 
Be  thou  to  me  no  more  inconflant  variable, 
But  let  thy  fickle  wheele  refl  firme  and  ftable. 

So f met.  43. 
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Sonnet.  43. 

fOng  haue  I  fwome  againfl  the  wifhed  wane, 
^^^     But  now  conflrained  by  a  lothfome  life  : 
^-^     I  greedilie  doe  feeke  the  greedie  graue, 
To  make  an  end  of  all  thefe  flormes  and  flrife. 
Sweete  death  giue  end  to  my  tormenting  woes, 
And  let  my  paffions  penetrate  thy  brell : 
Suffer  my  heart  which  doth  fuch  griefes  inclofe 
By  timelie  fates  inioie  eternall  reft. 
Let  me  not  dwell  in  dole  fith  thou  maifl  eafe  me, 
Let  me  not  languifh  in  fuch  endles  durance  : 
One  happie  flroke  of  thy  fad  hand  will  pleafe  me, 
Pleafe  me  good  death  it  is  thy  procurance. 
To  end  my  harts  griefe  (heart  fhee  did  abhorre  thee) 
O  hafl  thee  gentle  death  I  linger  for  thee. 


Sonnet.  44. 

ro  Ong  haue  I  fued  to  fortune  death  and  loue, 

But  fortune,  loue,  nor  death  will  daine  to  hear  me: 
I  fortunes  frowne,  deaths  fpight,loues  horror  proue, 
And  mufl  in  loue  difpairing  Hue  I  feare  me. 
Loue  wounded  me,  yet  nill  recure  my  wounding. 
And  yet  my  plaints  haue  often  him  inuoked  : 
Fortune  hath  often  heard  my  forrowes  founding, 
Sorrowes  which  my  poore  hart  haue  welnigh  choked. 
Death  well  might  haue  beene  moued  when  I  lamented, 
But  cruell  death  was  deafe  when  I  complained : 
Death,  loue,  and  fortune  all  might  haue  relented, 
But  fortune,  loue,  and  death,  and  all  difdained. 
To  pittie  me  or  eafe  my  reRles  minde, 
How  can  they  choofe  fmce  they  are  bold  and  blinde. 

Sound.  45. 
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Sonnet.  45. 

felxTTHen  neither  fighs  nor  forrowes  were  of  force 
(Yy    ■'-  ^^^  ^y  Miflres  fee  my  naked  brefl : 
^^^    Where  view  of  wounded  hart  might  worke  re« 
And  moue  her  mind  to  pittie  my  vnrefl.  [morce, 

With  fledfaft  eie  fhee  gazed  on  my  hart, 
Wherein  fhee  faw  the  pi6lure  of  her  beautie  : 
Which  hauing  feene  as  one  agafl  fhee  flart, 
Accufmg  all  my  thoughts  with  breach  of  duetie. 
As  if  my  hart  had  robd  her  of  her  faire, 
No,  no,  her  faire  bereaud  my  hart  of  ioy : 
And  fates  difdaine  hath  kild  me  with  difpaire, 
Difpaire  the  fountaine  of  my  fad  annoy. 
And  more,  alas,  a  cruell  one  I  ferued, 
Left  loued  of  her  whofe  loue  I  moft  deferued. 


Sonnet.  46. 

Y  Miftres  feeing  her  faire  counterfet 
^it     So  fweeteHe  framed  in  my  bleeding  brefl : 
'■^-^     On  it  her  fancie  fhee  fo  firmelie  fet. 
Thinking  her  felfe  for  want  of  it  diflrefl. 
Enuying  that  anie  fhould  inioy  her  Image, 
Since  all  vnworthie  were  of  fuch  an  honor  : 
Tho  gan  fhee  me  command  to  leaue  my  gage, 
The  firfl  end  of  my  ioy,  lafl  caufe  of  dolor. 
But  it  fo  fafl  was  fixed  to  my  hart, 
loind  with  vnfeparable  fweete  commixture, 
That  nought  had  force  or  power  them  to  part : 
Here  take  my  hart  quoth  I,  with  it  the  pidlure, 
But  oh  coy  Dame  intolerable  fmart. 
Rather  then  touch  my  hart  or  come  about  it, 
She  tumd  her  face  and  chofe  to  goe  without  it. 

Sonnet.  47. 
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Sonnet.  47. 

Ehold  deare  Miflres  how  each  pleafant  greene, 
^     Will  now  renew  his  fommers  liuerie  : 

The  fragrant  flowers  which  haue  not  long  beene  feene, 
Will  flourilh  now  ere  long  in  brauerie. 
But  I  alas  within  whofe  mourning  mind, 
The  grafts  of  griefe  are  onelie  giuen  to  grow : 
Cannot  inioy  the  fpring  which  others  find, 
But  ftill  my  will  mufl  wdther  all  in  woe. 
The  luftie  ver  that  whilome  might  exchange, 
My  griefe  to  ioy,  and  my  delight  increafe  : 
Springs  now  elfe  where  and  fhowes  to  me  but  flrange, 
My  winters  woe  therefore  can  neuer  ceafe. 
In  other  coafls  his  funne  doth  clearely  fhine, 
And  comfort  lend  to  eueiy  mould  but  mine. 

Sonnet.  48. 

fHe  tender  buds  whom  cold  hath  long  kept  in, 
And  winters  rage  inforfl  to  hide  their  head  : 
Will  fpring  and  fprowt  as  they  doe  now  begin, 
That  euerie  one  will  ioy  to  fee  them  fpread. 
But  cold  of  care  fo  nips  my  ioies  at  roote, 
There  is  no  hope  to  recouer  what  is  lofl : 
No  funne  doth  fhine  that  well  can  doe  it  boote, 
Yet  flill  I  flriue  but  loofe  both  toile  and  cofl. 
For  what  can  fpring  that  feeles  no  force  of  ver, 
What  hower  can  flourifh  where  no  funne  doth  fhine  : 
Thefe  balles  deare  loue,  within  my  brefl  I  beare, 
To  breake  my  barke  and  make  my  pith  to  pine. 
Needs  muft  I  fall,  I  fade  both  root  and  rinde. 
My  branches  bo  we  at  blafl  of  euerie  winde. 

Sonnet.  49. 
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Sonnet.  49. 

lana  and  her  nimphs  in  filuane  brooke, 
"j     Did  wafh  themfeluc»s  in  fecret  farre  apart : 
But  bold  Afteo?i  dard  on  them  to  looke, 
For  which  faire  Fh(zhe  turnd  him  to  a  Hart. 
His  hounds  vnweeting  of  his  fodaine  change, 
Did  hale  and  pull  him  dowme  with  open  crie  : 
He  then  repenting  that  he  fo  did  range, 
Would  fpeake  but  could  not,  fo  did  figh  and  die. 
But  my  Diana  fairer  and  more  cruel, 
Bereft  me  of  my  hart  and  in  difdaine  : 
Hath  turnd  it  out  to  feede  on  fancies  fuel, 
And  Hue  in  bondage  and  eternal  paine. 
So  hartles  doe  I  Hue  yet  cannot  die, 
Denre  the  dog,  doth  chafe  it  to  and  fro : 
Vnto  her  bred  for  fuccour  it  doth  flie, 
If  fhee  debarre  it  whither  fliall  it  go. 
Now  Hues  my  hart  in  danger  to  be  flaine, 
Vnleffe  her  hart  my  hart  wil  entertaine. 

Sonnet.  50. 
/^^j'And,  hart  and  eie,  tucht  thought  and  did  behold, 
jfl     '^^^  onelie  glorie  that  on  earth  doth  grow : 
^-^     Hand  quakt,  hart  fighd,  but  eie  was  foolifli  bold, 
To  gaze  til  gazing  ^vrought  harts  grounded  woe. 
The  obie(5t  of  thefe  fenfes  heauenlie  faint. 
With  fuch  a  maieflie  did  me  appall  : 
As  hand  to  ™te  her  praife  did  feare  and  faint, 
And  heart  did  bleede  to  thinke  me  Beauties  thrall. 
But  eie  more  hardie  than  the  hand  or  hart, 
Did  glorie  in  her  eies  reflecfling  light : 
And  yet  that  Hght  did  breede  my  endles  fmart. 
And  yet  mine  eies  nill  leaue  there  former  fight. 
But  gazing  pine,  which  eie,  hand,  hart  doth  trie. 
And  what  I  loue,  is  but  hand,  hart,  and  eie. 

Sonnet.  51. 
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Sonnet  51. 

'Ach  tree  did  boafl  the  wifhed  fpring  times  pride, 
When  folitarie  in  the  vale  of  loue  : 
I  hid  my  felfe  fo  from  the  world  to  hide, 
The  vncouth  paffions  which  my  hart  did  proue. 
No  tree  whofe  branches  did  not  brauelie  fpring 
No  branch  whereon  a  fine  bird  did  not  fit : 
No  bird  but  did  her  fhrill  notes  fweetelie  fing, 
No  fong  but  did  containe  a  louelie  dit. 
Trees,  branches,  birds,  and  fongs  were  framed  faire. 
Fit  to  allure  fraile  minde  to  careles  eafe  : 
But  carefull  was  my  thought,  yet  in  difpaire, 
I  dwelt,  for  brittle  hope  me  cannot  pleafe. 
For  when  I  view  my  loues  faire  eies  refle6ling, 
I  entertaine  difpaire,  vaine  hope  reieding. 

Sonnet.  52. 

'Ach  Creature  ioyes  AppoUos  happie  fight,       [ing 
And  feede  them felues  with  his  fayrebeamesrcflect- 
Nyght  wandering  trauelers  at  Cinthias  fight, 
Clere  vp  their  clowdy  thoughts  fond  fere  reieding 
But  darke  difdayne  eclipfed  hath  my  fun, 
VVhofe  fhining  beames  my  wandering  thought  were 
For  want  whereof  my  litle  worlde  is  done        [guiding, 
That  I  vnneath  can  flay  my  mind  from  Aiding, 
O  happie  birds  that  at  your  pleafure  maie  : 
Behold  the  glorious  light  of  fols  a  raies, 
Mofl  wretched  I  borne  in  fome  difmall  daie : 
That  cannot  fee  the  beames  my  fun  difplaies. 
My  glorious  fun  in  whome  all  vertue  flirowds. 
That  light  the  world  but  fhines  to  me  in  clowds. 

Sonnet.  53. 
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Sonnet.  53, 

fN  Clowdes  fhe  fhines  and  fo  obfciirely  fhineth, 
^..      That  like  a  mallles  fhipe  at  feas  I  wander  : 
^-^     For  want  of  her  to  guide  my  hart  that  pineth, 
Yet  can  I  not  enti-eat  ne  yet  command  her. 
So  am  I  tied  in  Laborinths  of  fancy, 
In  darke  and  obfcure  Laborinths  of  loue  : 
That  euerie  one  may  plaine  behold  that  can  fee, 
How  I  am  fetterd  and  what  paines  I  proue. 
The  Lampe  whofe  light  fhould  lead  my  fliip  about, 
Is  placed  vpon  my  Miftres  heauenlie  face. 
Her  hand  doth  hold  the  clew  mufl  lead  me  out. 
And  free  my  hart  from  thraldomes  lothed  place. 
But  cleane  to  lead  me  out  or  Lampe  to  light  me, 
She  fcomefuUie  denide  the  more  to  Ipight  me. 

Sonnet.  54. 

jJLame  me  not  deere  loue  though  I  talke  at  randon. 
^^,^g^^  Terming  thee  fcomefull,  proud,  vnkind,  difdaineful 
Since  all  I  doe  cannot  my  woes  abandon, 
Or  ridde  me  of  the  yoake  I  feele  fo  painefull. 
If  I  doe  paint  thy  pride  or  want  of  pittie, 
Confider  likewife  how  I  blafe  thy  beautie ; 
Inforced  to  the  firfl  in  mournefull  dittie, 
Conftrained  to  the  lafl  by  feruile  dutie  : 
And  take  thou  no  offence  if  I  mifdeemed. 
Thy  beauties  glorie  quencheth  thy  prides  blemifh : 
Better  it  is  of  all  to  be  efteemed, 
Faire  and  too  proud  than  not  faire  and  too  fquemiihe. 
And  feeing  thou  mufl  fcorne  and  tis  aprooued, 
Scome  to  be  ruthles  fmce  thou  art  beloued. 

Soiine\i\  55. 


2o6 

Sonnet.  55. 

Y  loue  more  bright  than  Cinthias  horned  head, 
(jU      That  fpreads  her  wings  to  beautifie  the  heauens : 
"^'^     When  Titan  coucheth  in  his  purple  bed, 
Thou  Huefl  by  Titan  and  inioiefl  his  beames. 
Shee  flies  when  he  begins  to  run  his  race. 
And  hides  her  head  his  beautie  flaines  her  brightnes : 
Thou  llaiefl  thy  beautie  yeelds  the  funne  no  place, 
For  thou  excelll  his  beames  in  glories  fweetnes. 
Shee  hath  eclips,  thou  neuer  doefl  eclips, 
Shee  fometimes  wanes  thy  glorie  (lill  doth  waxe  : 
None  but  Endymyon  hangeth  at  her  lips, 
Thy  beautie  burnes  the  world  as  fire  doth  flaxe. 
Shee  fhines  by  months,  thou  houres,  months,  and  yeares, 
Oh  that  fuch  beautie  fhould  inforce  fucli  teares. 


Sonnet  56 


XI ;/  Ere  words  diffolued  to  fighs,  fighs  into  teares, 
"/Y^y/      And  euerie  teare  to  torments  of  the  mind  : 
^^^-^      The  minds  diflreffe  into  thofe  deadly  feares, 
That  find  more  death  than  death  it  felfe  can  find. 
Were  all  the  woes  of  all  the  world  in  one. 
Sorrow  and  death  fet  downe  in  all  their  pride : 
Yet  were  they  infufficient  to  be/none, 
The  reflles  horrors  that  my  hart  doth  hide. 
Where  blacke  difpaire  doth  feede  on  euerie  thought, 
And  deepe  difpaire  is  caufe  of  endles  griefe  : 
Where  euerie  fenfe  with  forrowes  ouer-wrought, 
Lines  but  in  death  difpairing  of  reliefe. 
WhilfL  thus  my  heart  with  loues  plague  torne  afunder, 
May  of  the  world  be  cald  the  wofuU  wonder. 

Sonnet.  57. 
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Sonnet.  57, 

fHe  hunted  Hare  fometlme  doth  leaue  the  Hounci 
My  Hart  alas  is  neuer  out  of  chace  : 
^^'     The  liue-hounds  Ufe  fometime  is  yet  vnbound, 
My  bands  are  hopeles  of  fo  high  a  grace. 
For  natures  fickenes  fometimes  may  haue  eafe, 
Fortune  though  fickle  fometime  is  a  friend : 
The  minds  affli6lion  patience  may  appeafe, 
And  death  is  caufe  that  many  torments  end. 
Yet  I  am  ficke,  but  fliee  that  fhould  reftore  me, 
TVithholds  the  facred  blame  that  would  recure  me : 
And  fortune  eke  (though  many  eyes  deplore  me,) 
Nill  lend  fuch  chance  that  might  to  ioy  procure  me. 
Patience  wants  power  to  appeafe  my  weeping, 
And  death  denies  what  I  haue  long  beene  feeking. 


Sonnet.  58. 
xijHen  as  I  marke  the  ioy  of  euery  wight,    [ceafeth 


^M 


■^X  A7  -"-^"  '^^  ■■■  ^ii'ii^t:  uie  luy  oi  euery  vvignc,    [ceaiein 
N)i'    Howe  in  their  mindes  deepe  throbbing  forrow 
And  by  what  meanes  they  nourifh  their  delight, 
Their  fweet  delight  my  paine  the  more  increafeth. 
For  as  the  Deare  that  fees  his  fellow  feede, 
Amid  the  lufly  heard,  himfelfe  fore  brufed  : 
Or  as  the  bird  that  feeles  her  felfe  to  bleede, 
And  lies  aloofe  of  all  her  pheeres  refufed. 
So  haue  I  found  and  now  too  deerely  trie, 
That  pleafure  doubleth  paine  and  bliffe  annoy : 
Yet  flill  I  twit  my  felfe  of  Surcuidrie, 
As  one  that  am  vnworthy  to  inioy. 
The  lafling  frute  of  fuch  a  heauenly  loue, 
For  whom  thefe  endles  forrowes  I  approue. 

Sound.  59. 
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Son7tet.  59. 

fFt  haue  I  ralld  againfl  loue  many  v/aies, 
But  pardon  loue  I  honour  now  thy  power : 
For  were  my  Pallace  Greece  Pyramides, 
Cupid  fhould  there  eredl  a  (lately  bower. 
And  in  my  Pallace  fmg  his  fugred  fongs, 
Vnd  Venus  Doues  my  felfe  will  finely  feede : 
And  nurce  her  fparrowes  and  her  milke  white  Swans. 
Yea,  in  my  reflles  bofome  fhould  they  breede. 
And  thou  deare  Ladie  facred  and  diuine, 
Shalt  haue  thy  place  within  my  hart  aflignd : 
Thy  picture  yea  thy  fierie  darting  eien, 
He  carrie  painted  in  my  grieued  mind. 
The  chiefefl  coullers  fliall  be  fcarlet  blood, 
Which  Cupid  pricketh  from  my  wofull  hart : 
And  teares  commixt  fhall  further  forth  my  good, 
To  paint  thy  glories  cording  their  defart. 
I  now  am  changed  from  what  I  woont  to  be, 
Cupid  is  God,  And  there  is  none  but  he. 


a 


So7tnet.  60. 

/fHo  taught  thee  firfl  to  figh  Alaffe  fweet  heart  ?  loue, 
(YY^  Who  taught  thy  tongue  to  marlhall  words 

'-^-^^         of  plaint  ?  loue. 

Who  fild  thine  eies  with  teares  of  bitter  fmart  ?        loue. 

Who  gaue  thee  griefe  and  made  thy  ioyes  fo  faint  ?  loue. 

Who  firfl  did  paint  with  coullers  pale  thy  face  ?       loue. 

\^^ho  firfl  did  breake  thy  fleepes  of  quiet  refl  ?  loue. 

Who  forft  thee  vnto  wanton  loue  giue  place  ?  loue. 

VTho  thrald  thy  thoughts  in  fancie  fo  diflrefl  ?  loue. 

VTho  made  thee  bide  both  conflant  firme  and  fure.    loue. 

Who  made  thee  fcorne  the  world  and  loue  thy  friend?  loue. 

Who  made  thy  mind  with  patience  paines  indure  ?  loue. 

Who  made  thee  fettle  fledfafl  to  the  end.  loue. 

Then  loue  thy  choice  though  loue  be  neuer  gained. 
Still  Hue  in  loue,  difpaire  not  though  difdained. 

FINIS.      T.    W, 
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